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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


Merry ficmas! | hope you'll like this story. This is the first chapter. Next chapters will get posted after Dec, 


25 (once we've all started to recover from the avalanche of cool ficmas stories!) 


Notes: Eddie and Stone are in their early 40's. Stone is the owner of a recording studio in Seattle and produces 
local bands. Eddie is his best friend and owns an art gallery - not that it all really matters but since it's an 
AU, | gave them "more traditional" jobs than musicians. And as far as Jerry is concerned, as per the prompt.. 


He's a healer. 


"So what's up?," Eddie asked as he dug into his apple harvest salad. 


"Not much, apart from the fact that | officially exhausted the list of chiropractors and physiotherapists in 
The Greater Seattle area," Stone replied before tasting his grilled salmon. 


"Still your lower back pain, huh?" 
"It's killing me. It's even worse than a month ago." 


"Then look no further," Eddie said. 


"I can't look any further. I've tried all the network and non-network doctors that my insurance company could 


find." 
Eddie shook his head and rummaged through the many pockets of his jacket. 
"Forget these useless insurance companies.. Here. Call this guy.” 


Eddie handed over a card to Stone with a phone number and a name on it. Stone turned the card around and 


saw a hairdresser name and address at the back. 
"You're sending me to a hairdresser for my back?" 


"No, my hairdresser recommended him, for you. Turn the card around. He put the guy's contact details at the 


back" 

Stone cocked an eyebrow. 

"You talked about my medical problems with your hairdresser ?" 

Eddie shrugged and smiled while chewing on a big chunk of apple. 

"He was talking about his own medical issues and | have none so | mentioned yours instead" 
‘Great, glad my misery helps you bond with your hairdresser," Stone sighed 


"Apparently he had this thing to his shoulder and he tried many treatments and different physiotherapists and 


nothing helped. Then he went to see this guy and in two sessions his shoulder was fine again, he said 
"What is he? A chiropractor?" 


"No, he's not really a doctor, | think, but chiropractors are not doctors either.. Am not sure what his specialty 


is. He didn't say." 


Stone didn't seem very enthusiastic and put the card down next to his glass of sparkling water. 


"Come on.. You've tried everything and nothing works. What do you have to lose by trying with this guy?,” 
Eddie said. 


Back home after his Sunday lunch with Eddie, Stone looked at the card again. His back was very painful today 
and he was fed up. He picked up the phone and dialed the number, thinking he would end up on an answering 
machine with a voicemail message telling him at what time he could call on Monday. Surprisingly, a lady picked 
up but didn't announce anything besides a friendly ‘how can | help you? 

"Is this the practice of Mr. Cantrell?," Stone asked a bit tentatively. 

"Yes." 

Then why don't you announce it when people call? Stone kept the comment to himself. 

"I'd like to make an appointment." 

"Is it an emergency?" 


"Well. ts painful but it's been painful since more than b months so we're passed emergency status, | guess." 


"l'm asking because Mr. Cantrell has no availability before next Monday unfortunately. And | mean not Monday 
tomorrow but the following week, but he could see you this evening, if its really painful." 


"On a Sunday evening?," Stone said a little surprised. 

"He is always available for emergencies." 

Jeez, that's gonna cost me, Stone thought. 

"Would it work for you at 6.00 pm?" 

"Huh... Well, | guess. My insurance is not going to cover it, | think, so can | ask." 


"Of course, first consultation is 25 dollar, then it depends on the treatment. Mr. Cantrell will see that part with 


you after your first session, if you want to continue." 
Stone scratched his head. 25 dollar only? That sounded like a joke for a Sunday evening emergency medical 
appointment. Then again, what was he expecting? This was not even a doctor. He would probably be in and out 


in no time but perhaps he'd have a laugh and something entertaining to tell Eddie at their next lunch together. 


"Ok, put me in for the evening appointment at b o'clock then. What's the address, please?" 


The assistant gave him the address and wished him a lovely rest of the afternoon before hanging up. 


It was almost 4 o'clock. Stone sighed and decided to take a shower before leaving. Hot water would usually help 
with the back pain and he badly needed some relief from the stinging pain darting at the bottom of his spine, 


especially if he had to sit in his car and drive across town in an hour to go for his appointment. 


A little later that day, Stone had arrived at the address for his appointment. It was a little house in a business 
district. It looked a tad out of place among the towering glass and cement buildings but at least it wasn't in the 


middle of a run-down area. There was a copper plate above the bell next to the door. 


J Cantrell 
Independent Medical Professional ¢ Healer 


Oh, shit. 


Stone resisted the urge to take a picture and send it to Eddie. That was a good start. A healer.. If the guy was 
wearing a robe, Stone swore he would leave right away. Now that he was there, however, he was curious, so 


he rang the bell and waited. A slight buzz notified him the door was unlocked. 


As he stepped in the house, Stone was relieved to see that the inside looked very clean and almost like a real 
doctor's office. The walls were white and there were modern lights and fixtures hanging from the ceiling. There 
were three plush armchairs and a low table on the right next to a few tall plants. This looked like the waiting 
room, obviously. Stone took a seat and crossed his arms. There was no reception area so whoever he had 


gotten on the phone earlier wasn't physically working here, unless there was another office somewhere behind. 
"ll be right with youl" 

The voice came from another room and startled Stone. 

Two minutes later, a tall blond man with long hair was standing in front of Stone. 

"This way," he simply said as he turned around and took the hallway to the left. 


The man was not wearing any robe, thankfully, but he didn't exactly look like the kind of person who is going to 
solve your medical issue either. He was wearing the same kind of outfit that Stone would for mowing the lawn. 
Sure, it was a Sunday emergency appointment but Stone thought that the guy could have maybe changed 

before coming here as he must have clearly been doing the garden or changing the oil of his car dressed this 


way. 


The man held the door at the end of the corridor for Stone. The room he entered was very different from 
the entry. It didn't look anymore like a medical practice or a physiotherapy room. The walls and the ceiling were 
painted in a dark color and the lights were very dimmed. There was no window and the walls were simply 


decorated with empty wood frames. There was a large wood table in the middle of the room. It looked like one 


of those professional massage tables with an extension at one of the narrow ends to support your head or 
face and it was covered with white sheets and towels. 


The blond man saw that Stone hadn't moved at all since he had stepped inside the room and that he was 
inspecting his surroundings carefully. 


"You can go on the table, I'll go wash my hands," the man said 
"Wait... You didn't even ask why l'm here." 

"My assistant told me you're in pain and it's an emergency." 
Stone was a little confused. 

"Yes, but.. You don't know what | have." 

"ll see that in a moment. Go on the table." 


The guy disappeared through a door leading to another room, leaving Stone wondering what kind of treatment 


he could expect from this man. 


Stone took off his jacket and started to unbutton his shirt in order to undress for an examination when the 


man reappeared 
"What are you doing?," the man asked 

What does it look like lm doing? 

"Im taking off my shirt," Stone replied. 

"| don't need you to do this. Just lie on the table. 

"| guess you don't wanna know about my medical history either?," Stone inquired with a hint of sarcasm. 


"If you arrived here, | guess your recent and relevant medical history consists of you running around 


unsuccessfully to various physiotherapists to get something fixed Am | wrong?" 
"No, but | meant..." 


"And, no, | don't need to know if you smoke or whether you had your wisdom teeth removed at 13. Please lie 


over there and let me check you.” 


Stone gave up. He buttoned his shirt back and climbed on the table, lying on his stomach. 


‘lm Jerry, by the way. | think | forgot to introduce myself when you arrived." 
Better late than never... 
"What's your first name, Mr. Gossard?" 


"Stone." 


"Stone? Interesting name choice from your parents.’ 
"Yeah, well they..." 

"Okay, don't talk | need to focus a bit now.’ 

Why is he asking me things if | can't talk? 

The man was getting on Stone's nerves already. 

As Stone lay there, he started wondering when he had become so crazy as to resort to going to this kind of 
solutions and persons for taking care of his health. Now it was too late, though. He was there so he would just 
go through the examination and see what enlightened diagnosis the would get from a guy who looked more like 
a mechanic than a medical professional, regardless of what the copper plate on his front house said. 

Since he was lying on the table with his face in the head cradle, Stone couldn't see Jerry walking around him 
and pausing a few times while looking at him. When he had observed enough and walked around the table twice, 
Jerry closed his eyes and finally lifted his hands and let them hover above Stone's head and neck He stayed in 
the position for a while and then stepped to the side and let his hands hover above Stone's lower back for 
another long moment. 

Stone couldn't see what he was doing and he could only guess that the man was moving around, from the wood 
floor occasionally cracking when Jerry was stepping left or right. It seemed like he had been lying there for an 
eternity and the guy had not yet once asked a question or tried to feel his back or manipulate him in any way. 
"Are you going to do something or..?," Stone finally asked. 

"Shh..." 


Stone rolled his eyes and was about to sit up and leave when he felt a firm hand landing on the back of his 


neck. 


"How long has your back hurt like this?" 


Stone was a little startled by the contact but also, and mainly, by the question. How did this guy know that his 


back hurt? Sure, back ache was a common problem but still.. 

"Huh... About 6 months... It's been getting worse since a month." 

"Yeah, | can feel it's pretty acute.. It's coming from here," Jerry said. 

Stone didn't understand. 

"What?" 

Jerry lightly squeezed the back of Stone's neck. 

"Your lumbar pain Its coming from your neck but somehow it manifests itself in your lower back region" 
Stone was a little dumbfounded about the statement - it was the first time that someone mentioned anything 
related to his neck after all the visits he had done to various therapists. What was more unsettling, however, 
was how the guy had guessed where he was hurting without having asked him any question, touched him or 
seen his back. 

"| would need to treat both, your neck and your lower back" 

"How..? What do you mean when you say ‘treat?" 

"You can sit up now. I'll explain and show you." 

Stone did as told and sat on the table. 

"My healing power is in my hands. That's what | use to diagnose and treat most of the times. | can modify the 
negative energy of the pain you have in both areas with my hands to start with. When the inflammation will 
have lessened enough, | will finish the treatment with short sessions of direct hand healing, to heal the injury 
itself and prevent it from returning. | would say 2 sessions of energy reversion and 3 or 4 of hand healing 
should do it." 


Stone was looking at the man in complete disbelief. 


"Do you want me to explain it again?," Jerry asked when he saw Stone staring back at him without saying 


anything. 
"No, it's.. Clear, even if it makes no sense. That's not the issue. But.. What do | have?," Stone asked. 


"| don't know," Jerry said. "I'm not a doctor," he added with a side smirk. "But if | can treat you, isn't it all that 


matters?" 


Stone didn't know what to answer to that. 

"So, do you want to do the treatment? | can do the first session now, it should give you some relief already." 
Stone was still trying to comprehend what the man was proposing to him as treatment and he had way too 
many questions popping in his head to know which one to ask first but his always present common sense kicked 
in amidst all the confusion. 

"How much is it going to cost?" 


"25 dollars for this first visit, then I'll take 40 dollars per sessions." 


Stone almost laughed out loud. 40 dollars per session? That was even less than the deductible he was normally 
paying for any specialist visit. 


"Too much for your budget?," Jerry inquired. 
"No, no.. That's very much within my budget. I'm just.. A bit confused." 
Jerry nodded. 


| understand. | know you think I'm some kind of weirdo but try to keep an open mind. | don't belong to any cult 


or any crazy thing like that. | can make you feel better. Want to do if?" 

At this point, | may as well try, Stone said to himself without really believing it would work 
"Do | have to lie again? For the treatment?" 

"No. You can stand" 


Jerry moved over so he was standing next to Stone and seeing his profile. He put one hand in the middle of 
Stone's chest, to hold him in place, while he lifted his other hand and positioned it a few inches away from the 
back of Stone's neck. Jerry closed his eyes and started to focus on Stone's pain 


It was the same, all the time, since he had been a small kid. He didn't remember when it started but his oldest 
memories were about that and nothing else. He could physically see the pain, like thousands of hair-thin strings 
vibrating with the negative energy emanating from other people's bodies and injuries or wounds. And as usual, 
the palm of his hands were sending positive energy back into the injured bodies, making each pain string 
disappear one after the other in order to soothe the nerves and help repair the tissues. 


Stone was standing there, silent. He really had no clue what to expect at this point. He also didn't even know if 


the treatment had started or not till he began to feel some kind of heat radiating from the back of his neck - 


or perhaps it was coming from Jerry's hand? It was hard to pinpoint and since Jerry was not Touching his 
neck, so how could it have been coming from him? Stone didn't say anything. It was not hurting him, it was 
just feeling strange. 

After a few minutes, Jerry moved his hand down, just above Stone's waist. The pain was much greater there. 
Jerry could almost feel it himself. This was not very common for him. He didn't remember the last time he 


actually felt pain. 


Jerry tried to clear his mind from the disturbance created by the pain and refocused his thoughts and inner 


energy in order to neutralize as much as he could of what he saw in his head. 


Stone could now feel the warm sensation spread to his lower back. It was much more intense than what he 


had felt on his neck. A few minutes later, Jerry removed his hand from his torso. 


"We're done for Today," he announced. 


Stone touched the back of his neck. The skin didn't feel warm but he could still sense heat over there. It made 


no sense but this was how he felt. It was the same for his lower back. 

"| feel something warm there, in both places,” Stone pointed at his neck and his back. 

"Yes, that's normal. It's good. It means that the pain is reducing and it will help relax your muscles too. You're 
pretty tense all over the back area. You will feel the warmth for a day or two as it continues to work, and 
you should feel less pain tomorrow already." 

Stone didn't know what to say or what to ask so he just grabbed his jacket and got his wallet to give the man 
25 dollar. He wondered for a moment whether he had to tip for this kind of service but decided against it 
since Jerry didn't seem to expect anything further after he put the bills in his jeans back pocket. 

"Anything else | need to do or.. Not do after what you did? Are there side effects?," Stone asked. 

Jerry looked at him and seemed to think for a long time. 


"Side effects?.. | don't think so. You should just try to rest." 


‘Try to rest? Really? Stone bit his tongue in order not to comment back on the infinite wisdom of the man 
standing in front of him. 


"You can call tomorrow to take another appointment. Try on Thursday or Friday." 
"Your assistant told me that you were fully booked till next Monday," Stone said. 


"If you can make it at 6.00 pm, | can take you at the end of the week. You have an interesting aura and vibe. | 


will enjoy working on you, Stone." 
Stone watched as Jerry went to the door and opened it for him. 
Interesting vibe and aura? Whatever. 


"See you next week," Jerry said before closing the door behind Stone. 


Chapter 2 


The following day, Stone woke up with the same impression of warmth on his neck and his back. For a moment, 
when he was not yet fully awake, he almost had the impression he could feel Jerry's hands on him, even if the 


guy had not even touched his neck or back when he treated him the day before. 


He hadn't slept too badly for once and had only woken up three times. He had to admit that the pain level was 


much less than on Sunday before going to see this mysterious guy. 
Was it possible that he was actually able to heal people? 


Despite what had happened the evening before and the noticeable improvement he felt today, Stone was still 
quite skeptical about the whole thing. Perhaps it was just a coincidence and whatever he had developed over 
the past few months had started to subside and it would have been the same if he hadn't seen this Jerry guy 
the day before. That was a much more plausible explanation. But Stone wasn't able to convince himself. He was 
intrigued and he called for another appointment during his lunchbreak to book another session on Thursday 


eveni ng. 


The Thursday session and treatment was a repeat of the first one. Jerry didn't say much and only asked 
whether Stone felt better since Sunday. Then he just let his right hand hover in front of Stone's painful areas 


for a few minutes and sent Stone back home. 

A few days after the second session, the pain had diminished tremendously. It was more or less like it was 
when Stone had started feeling something bothering him in his back 6 months ago. The pain wasn't completely 
gone but it was much more bearable and Stone was finally able to sleep properly without waking up a few 
times in the middle of the night, which hadn't happened for months. 

Stone's next session was three days later. This time, Jerry was supposed to start curing the origin of his pain. 
Stone was a bit nervous about this next step but he tried to act casual as he stood next to the table, like the 
first two times Jerry had treated him. 


| need you to lie down this time, and to take your sweater off," Jerry said. 


Stone removed his t-shirt and sweater together and put them on a chair in the corner of the room. Then he 


went on the table and lay on his stomach, waiting for Jerry. 


"You'll have to tell me if it's too much at a certain point, ok? It can get way more intense with actual hand 


contact." 
"What can get too much or too intense?," Stone asked. 


“The sensation, in general. Everyone reacts differently, | can't predict how it's gonna be for you so you have to 


tell me. 

Stone turned around with a slightly worried face. 

"Im not gonna hurt you," Jerry reassured him 

Stone lay back and tried not to worry. So far, the treatments and sessions had been painless. He couldn't really 
say that he was trusting the guy because he still didn't understand what he was doing and how it was possible 


to heal people this way but so far, everything Jerry had said he would do worked out, so Stone had to give 
him a bit of credit at least. 


"Okay... I'll try with your neck to start," Jerry said. 

His hands landed on Stone's nape. Jerry squeezed and massaged gently the back of Stone's neck for a while. The 
usual warm sensation began to spread to the area, all the way to his shoulder blades. It was quite enjoyable, 
like a nice massage with heated gloves or something like that. Stone didn't see why this could be too much in 


any way, until the sensation became different. It didn't really hurt but it felt like there was something hot 


boiling inside his veins. Maybe that was the moment to say something, before it would actually become painful. 
"Jerry, | think it feels too warm... Inside." 

Jerry lifted his hands immediately and stopped what he was doing. 

"Does it hurt?" 

"No, but it feels like.. | don't know how to describe it. Hot lava flowing under my skin. Is it normal?" 

Jerry smiled at the comparison but he was a little worried. He moved his hands above Stone's neck and closed 
his eyes in order to try to see what Stone meant and whether he had done anything wrong or whether Stone 
was in pain. He was relieved to see there was no damage dore. Jerry's energy had probably spread too fast 
and too much across Stone's neck, and using two hands to treat with actual contact was a lot more intense 
than with only one as he had done in the previous sessions. He should have known better, of course, but 
controlling his ability was never an exact science and he was once again reminded that it could all go awry 
pretty fast if he didn't pay attention to what he was doing. The good news, however, was that pain seemed to 
have diminished already sensibly but it was probably better to do it more gradually if Stone was so sensitive. 
"IIl do it more progressively, I'm sorry," Jerry said. 

It doesn't hurt, you know. It's just an odd feeling," Stone commented. 


"I know but.. | don't want you to feel anything uncomfortable. Its not supposed to be like that." 


None of this is normal anyway, but what the heck, Stone thought. 


After the neck, Jerry was about to start treating Stone's lower back. He stood next to the table, at the level 
of Stone's hips. 


"Can you undo your belt and open your pants? They're a bit in the way." 
Stone sat up and opened his belt and the button and zipper of his jeans before lying back. 


Jerry moved his hands alongside Stone's spine all the way down to the part where the curve of his butt was 
starting, easily sliding them under the loosened jeans waist. 


Stone silently gasped at the contact. It was certainly not the first time that someone was touching him there 
since he had started to visit specialists for his lumbar pain but it was the first time that it felt as good as 
this. 


Stone felt Jerry's thumbs press at the base of his spine and then his palms pushing gently on both sides while 
his fingers spread out. 


After a moment, Stone felt warmth radiating from Jerry's hands and penetrating under his skin. It was more 
or less the same sensation than on his neck a moment ago but now the heat seemed to travel in his body and 
pool inside his lower abdomen, waking up another area which he didn't necessarily want to warm up for the 


moment. 


It was a good thing he was lying face down, he thought, as he might have flushed a little. Jerry moved his 
hands back up and then down, a few times, applying more and more pressure with his thumbs. Stone cursed 


under his breath when he felt his cock twitch. 


That evening, Stone drove back home feeling like he was drunk It was a bit ridiculous that he was so 
distracted by the treatment session where nothing had actually happened. Jerry had touched him very 
professionally, like any massage therapist or physiotherapist would have, but Stone's imagination couldn't stop 
imagining Jerry's hands and what they could have done if they had slid a little further down under his jeans. 


After that first hand healing session, Stone only had to get through two additional sessions a few days apart 
from each other. At the end of the third one, Jerry announced to him that there was no more pain or 
inflammation to treat. Stone had felt the difference already after the first session His back had felt way less 
stiff and it was no longer too painful to spend longer periods of time sitting down. The following two 
appointments took care of his remaining pain and discomfort. 


"I think I'm done," Jerry said as he brushed his hands one last time over Stone's lumbar curve. 
It was the end of the third treatment session. Stone sat up, put back his sweater and hopped down from the 


table without even realizing that he did so without any discomfort or pain. He searched in his jacket and got 
his wallet to pay Jerry his usual 40 dollars. 


"You should be good now. Call again, in case it comes back but I'd be surprised if it did," Jerry said. 
"Okay, | will," Stone replied. 


"Anything else?," Jerry asked as he noted that Stone hadn't really made his way to the door yet and he 


seemed to want to say something else 
"Yes, there's something else actually. 

Jerry was standing next to the treatment table, waiting for Stone to continue 

"| wanted to apologize," Stone said 

Jerry frowned 

"What?" 

"At the start, the first time | came here and even the second still. Somehow, | think | was a bit rude or 
impolite or.. | wasn't really convinced that this would work | didn't mean to offend you but | guess | may have 
come across as disrespectful and | don't want you to think | feel that way. Surely not anymore. I'm really 
thankful for what you did” 

There, | said it, Stone congratulated himself 

Jerry shook his head and chuckled a bit 

"Well. | dont know what to say’ 


"What do you mean?" 


| mean.. Nobody ever said that to me, though | think several people may have been thinking the same way as 
you did. So.. Thanks for saying it." 


"Can | ask you something?,” Stone continued. 
"| guess." 


"What is this gift that you have? How does it work? I've been thinking about what you did to me since we 


started the sessions. Its amazing. How did you learn to do that?" 


"Well... | don't know what it is. It just is. I've always been like that. Since | was a kid" 


"But how did you discover you could do that? | mean heal with your hands." 
Jerry looked down at his feet and then quickly at his watch. 


"Stone, | usually don't talk too much about this and anyway... I'm sorry but | have another person coming in 
five minutes." 


Stone was a bit disappointed but he understood that Jerry didn't have time to talk now. 

"Maybe we can talk another time? Not during your working hours." 

"| don't know," Jerry scratched the back of his head. 

There was something attractive in Stone, Jerry couldn't deny it. He liked his aura and how it looked and felt, 
especially now that he was healed. But his healing ability was not the kind of thing he was used to talk about 
and Jerry had always been very strict about not mixing up friendship or relationships and work. He sensed 
that there might be a little more than just a chat behind Stone's request and as much as he would have liked 


to be able to say yes and take him out for a few drinks to talk, Jerry simply didn't think it was a good idea. 


He had tried in the past and learnt the hard way. As aresult, he was alone most of the time. It was not 
always pleasant but it was better than scaring off or hurting people. 


It had been three weeks since Stone and Eddie had had lunch together. They were meeting again at their usual 
favorite place and Eddie was curious to hear if Stone had been in touch with the person that his hairdresser 


had recommended. 


"So, how is your back? You haven't told me anything," Eddie asked as they sat together. "Did you go and see 
the guy?" 


"Actually... It's gone. No more pain | went to see this guy and.. He treated it, in five sessions." 
Eddie's eyes grew wide. 

"No kidding? Really?" 

"Yep" 

"But what did he do?" 


‘Im not sure, Eddie. That's also why | didn't call you to say anything ‘cause | didn't know how to explain it 
either." 


"You're gonna have to try, though. I'm too curious now." 
Stone took a sip of his beer. 

"He's a healer. He treats with his hands." 

Eddie raised his eyebrows. 

"A what?" 

"You heard me. A healer." 

Eddie let out a chuckle. 

"You? You went to a healer?" 


"I didn't know he was one till | went there and once | was there, | thought, what the hell, you know? Let him 
try his weird thing with me. It was only 25 dollars." 


"What weird thing? He made you drink a magic potion or something like that?" 

"He's a healer, not a sorcerer." 

‘Sorry, Stoney. l'm not an expert like you." 

"He has healing hands, like.. l'm not sure how to explain it. That's what he used to take away the pain and cure 
whatever causes it. He just touched my neck and my back during a few sessions and, the first two sessions, 
he did not even have to touch me with his hands, he just put them close to me and.. It did it. Just that. His 
hands." 

Eddie was looking at Stone and was having a hard time believing his friend. Yet, Stone was not the kind of guy 
who would invent stories to impress others. He looked well and rested and in a good mood, which could only 
indicate that he was actually feeling much better. 

"So let me get this right.. He put his hands on your back and the pain stopped?" 

"It took a few sessions but yes. | mean, each time | went to see him, the pain would diminish afterwards, till it 
was completely gone. | was there 3 days ago for the last treatment session and | haven't felt anything since 


then" 


"Wow." 


"Yeah, wow. | don't know what else to say," Stone said. 


"And apart from that.. What kind of weird guy is he? Is he old or..? Is he dressed like a shaman or something 
like that?" 


"No, he's... Like a random guy you would see in the street, like the artist type. You know what | mean, you have 


an art gallery." 
"| see every kind of people in there. Describe him for me. Please?" 
"Eddie..." 


"Come on, l'm intrigued! And you went to see him because of me and now you're doing great, so.. You owe me 


that much. How old is he?" 


"Hard to judge... I'd say he is younger than us, probably early 30's.. Yeah, he looks youthful. And he has big 
hands. Long fingers and big hands." 


Eddie nodded appreciatively. 

"Okay. What else? What does he look like physically, his appearance?" 

"He's tall, a bit taller than me, thin. He's blond with long hair. He was always very casually dressed, like old 
ripped jeans and a t-shirt or plaid shirt, sneakers.. He has blue eyes," Stone said while he looked up at the 
clear sky through the window next to their table. 

Eddie watched his friend getting lost in his own thoughts. 

"His eyes are really nice. Not really light blue but more like.. Denim blue,” Stone added. 

Eddie waited a moment to see if Stone would add anything but he didn't. 

"Oh. My. God," Eddie finally let out. 

"What?" 

Eddie laughed a bit too loud. 

"What? Oh, nothing.. Just that you're totally into him." 


Stone frowned and then dismissed Eddie's comments. 


"Very funny.” 


"Yes, it is very funny considering you usually only go out with lawyers, architects and university professors," 


Eddie said with a smirk 
Stone glared at his friend. 
"l'm not into him." 


"Yeah, right. ‘Denim blue eyes'? You should have seen yourself while you were telling me about him. Not that 
there's anything wrong with it. He seems to be quite a catch." 


"Let's order lunch," Stone said. 

"Yes, ok, but.. You should go for it, seriously. Would do you good." 

"What do you mean?" 

"How long has it been since your last yuppie boyfriend?" 

"His name was Spencer." 

"Spencer the Yuppie, exactly." 

"He was not a yuppie, besides, nobody uses this word anymore,’ Stone said as he shook his head. 
"Is a shame, ‘cause he was the living example of what a yuppie is. Anyway... How long?" 


"We broke up just before Valentine. You will remember, won't you? We spent Valentine together and went to 
see that horribly boring Korean movie." 


"Oh, yes! That was boring.. Okay, so eight months. You must be in need of a little action." 


‘| was pretty much out of order in that department since | started to have that dreadful backache six months 


ago. 

"And now, you don't have any problem in that department anymore, thanks to your healer, so it seems only 
appropriate to thank him, right? A 30-year hot blond with big hands and long fingers.. You're not gonna regret 
it, I'm sure." 


"You're crazy." 


"No, no. Give it some thoughts. You'll see I'm right" 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
| know Stone and Jerry are supposed to be the same age but for the purpose of this AU story, Jerry's going 
to be a younger than him.. Hope nobody minds.. 


It had been three days since their lunch and Stone was having a hard time forgetting Eddie's comments. It had 
also been almost a week since Stone had last seen Jerry. They had no longer any scheduled treatment sessions 
and Stone had started to realize that he missed seeing the guy, not to mention he might have thought a little 


too often about how Jerry's hands felt on him, especially when he was taking showers. 


What could he do? He couldn't call and fake an ailment to get an appointment. Jerry would most likely see right 
away that he had nothing wrong and he would look like a fool. Stone had looked up online if he could find Jerry's 
personal contact details and phone number by googling his name and address but he hadn't managed to get 
anywhere with that. The last solution was to go to his practice and try to see him. Stone recalled that it 
seemed like 6.00 pm was the last appointment time he would usually have so Stone decided to drive to his 


practice and wait there at the end of the day. 


Stone parked his car in Jerry's street at 6.20 pm and waited to see if he would see Jerry walk out of the 
house. Half an hour later, there was still no sign of Jerry. There was light filtering through the rolled down 


blinds of the waiting room, however, so perhaps Jerry was there with a late appointment. 

After another five minutes, the lights turned off downstairs but there still seemed to be lights throughout 
the upper floor of the house. Stone thought it was ridiculous to wait any longer in his car. He exited the car 
and crossed the street. He rang the bell and waited to be buzzed in. Nothing happened. Stone rang the bell 
again. Still no buzz unlocking the front door but he heard some noise inside. After a couple of minutes, the 
door finally opened. Jerry stood there and looked a bit surprised. 

"Stone?" 

"Hil Am | disturbing you?" 

"Huh... No. l'm done for today. You took an appointment?" 

"No, | didn't. Can | come in?" 


Jerry stepped away from the door and let Stone in 


"Are you feeling ok?" 


"Yes, perfectly ok. I'm not here for my back" 
"Okay. So.. Why are you here?" 


| wanted to talk to you and.. You always had patients to see after me and didn't have time. | thought if it was 
the end of your day, maybe we could go for a drink and.. Catch up and talk" 


Jerry crossed his arms on his chest and looked at Stone who was slightly blushing. 

"Are you asking me out for drinks?" 

"I'm.. Asking you if you'd like to go for drinks, yeah.. And that would be outside of here so." 
"| don't generally go out with people | treat. Is not good to mix business and private life." 
"Sure, | see.. l'm sorry. | guess it was a bad idea" 

Jerry felt something tug at his heart when he saw Stone's faltering expression 


"But maybe | can make an exception. | haven't been out for drinks with someone in a while," Jerry added with a 


side smile. 

Stone smiled back and tried to tame down his enthusiasm. 

"IIl go get my jacket." 

Five minutes later, Jerry was back downstairs. He was wearing a navy wool duffel coat. Stone tried not to 
stare at the way Jerry's long blond hair cascaded over his shoulders and contrasted with the dark color of his 
coat. 

A couple of hours later, Stone and Jerry walked back to Jerry's house, where Stone had left his car. It turned 
out that Jerry was living on the upper floor of the house, which explained why he had been there and opened 
the door when Stone arrived in the evening. 

It was nice, | had fun tonight," Stone said as they stopped in front of Jerry's house. 

Jerry saw the sparkle in Stone's eyes and he knew the situation could quickly turn awkward. He had to say 
something. Stone was a charming man and he didn't want to upset him. It was better to clear the air right 
away. 


‘lm not used to this,” Jerry confessed. 


"This what?" 


"The whole meeting someone and going out with him thing.” 
Stone chuckled and stepped a little closer. 
"Perhaps but.. You did very well tonight" 


| mean.. | don't want to give you false expectations. I'm not going out with people... It's a choice. Its not a good 


idea for me." 

Stone frowned and looked up at Jerry's face. He didn't look like he was joking or being shy. 

"What do you mean? Because of your work? It's unusual but.. So what?" 

"Yeah, it's not really the work that's the issue. It's more my ability or.. Whatever you want to call it" 
"| don't understand," Stone said. 


Jerry passed a hand over his face and sighed. This was why he never dated. He didn't want to have to explain 


certain things and then have people think he was a freak or run away and make him feel bad. 

| had a really good time and l'm not bothered by your gift, ok?," Stone added to try to reassure him. 

‘Its more than that, Stone. This ability or power, it can become a bit too overwhelming in certain situations 
and... I've had a bad experience in the past. | don't want this to happen again. | don't want to hurt or freak out 
anyone." 

"What happened? What do you mean?" 

Jerry had a look around. The street wasn't busy anymore but he didn't want to talk about that outside. Stone 
didn't seem like he was ready to let this go though and for no apparent reasons, Jerry felt like he owed him an 
explanation. He wanted to be honest with him. 


"If you really want to know, let's get inside. I'm not talking about this here." 


Jerry got his keys out of his pocket and opened the door. Stone walked in and went to the right, towards the 


waiting room, out of habit. Jerry smiled when he noticed. 
"We're not talking in the waiting room. I'm off duty. | live upstairs.” 


Jerry went to the left. They passed through the treatment room and arrived in a small anteroom. Jerry let 


Stone in and then opened another door which connected to a corridor with stairs. 


The whole upper floor of the house was basically one big open space where Jerry was living. 
"Do you want something to drink?," Jerry asked. 
"A beer, or water. Whatever you have." 


Jerry went to his kitchen corner and got two bottles of beer out of the fridge. He motioned towards the 
couch and sat down. 


"IFs nice in here," Stone said as he was looking around before joining Jerry on the couch. "So.. What is it that 


you were trying to say earlier, when we were in the street?" 
"This ‘gift, as you call it, its just a very weird way for my body to deal with energies and external 
stimulations. Pain is the common thing | deal with but.. There are other types of energies.. And they are 


harder for me to handle. My hands can become more of a problem than anything else sometimes.’ 


Stone was not sure what Jerry was trying to say but he seemed a bit uneasy and since he had said he was 


not dating out of choice, Stone guessed that it had to do with physical proximity or contacts. 
"Your hands heal. I'm sure they can't do anything bad." 


"Not on purpose but.. You remember how you felt the heat radiating from my hands when | was touching you 


to treat your back?" 

"Yes, and it felt great." 

"My whole body heats up.. And my hands.. This is where all the energy gets channeled and if things get a bit 
passionate.. The more intense it gets.. The hotter my hands get, literally speaking. | could burn someone just by 


touching them." 


Stone stared at Jerry and tried not to gape or look stupid. Then he recalled that Jerry had just said he had 
had a bad experience in the past. 


"Is it what happened? You said in the past... Did someone you were with get hurt?" 

Jerry nodded. 

"Im sorry," Stone said 

"| was young, | didn't realize what it could do to others... You know, being sixteen with raging hormones... | didn't 


know and | wasn't controlling it very well. | didn't want to hurt him of course but it happened and... | knew from 


then onwards that... | couldn't risk doing this again." 


"You don't touch people except for your work?" 


"| can touch people in general. Shake hands or stuff like that. | just can't touch them if there's more to it.. You 


know, like.. Physical attraction That's when it becomes a problem." 
"So you're celibate because of that?" 


Jerry cringed at the word Stone used to describe his situation. He hated to think about himself this way but 


Stone was correct. Jerry took a long sip from his beer and looked at Stone. 


"Yeah. And now you know why | can't date you or... Be with you. It's not you. Its me. | wish it was different," 


Jerry said as he stood up and walked away from the couch. 


‘Jerry, this is when you were younger. When we were speaking this evening, you said it took you several years 


to master your gift to heal people. It's probably the same in these situations. You just need to practice." 
Jerry looked at Stone and swallowed a bitter laugh. 
"Too dangerous for the other person" 


"What if the other person is aware of the situation and willing to take the risk?," Stone said as he got up as 
well and joined Jerry by the window. 


Jerry shook his head and kept his gaze focused on the empty street. 

"No, you don't know what it is. | don't want to. | would hate to hurt you." 

"You won't. We can try and see how it goes." 

Jerry took a step back but Stone got even closer to him. 

"Can we kiss? Will anything happen if we kiss?," Stone asked. 

".. No, | guess not.. | mean, as long as | don't need to use my hands for that but." 


"OK, then.. Come here, ‘cause I've been wanting to do this the whole evening," Stone said as he cupped Jerry's 


face in his hands and closed the gap between their mouths. 


Jerry went on stand-by mode for a few seconds. He was genuinely too surprised about Stone's initiative to 
even register how good it felt to have the other man's mouth on his. When he came back to his senses, 
though, he responded to Stone's kiss with an unexpected eagerness. He closed his eyes and watched the 
beautiful colors of Stone's aura dancing in his mind. It was something very unique he had not experienced since 


avery long time. The colors and shades were changing and morphing into each other as their kiss deepened. 


Stone broke the kiss and walked them back to the couch where he made Jerry sit and moved over to straddle 


him. 


"How long has it been since you last kissed someone?," Stone asked as he threaded his fingers into Jerry's long 


hair. 

"I was eighteen.. There was this guy.. | tried again to be with someone but.. | didn't tell him about my ability 
and.. As we got closer, | decided to leave him. | didn't want to ruin things with him and disappoint him. | wasn't 
confident | could handle it and control it. He hated me for leaving him without explanations." 

"How old are you now?" 

"26" 

Stone bit his bottom lip. Damn, the guy looked like he was at least 30 or 32, Stone thought. 2b was pretty 
young. Stone had just turned 40 and didn't want to look like he was trying to take advantage of a younger guy. 
He was never going out with much younger men and if he got it right when Jerry briefly explained it, Jerry 


might not even have really gone all the way with whoever it was that he hurt when he was sixteen 


Jerry could see that Stone was processing what he had just told him and he could guess what he was thinking 
about. 


"Who wants to date a 26-year old guy who has no experience anyway?," Jerry said to try to lighten the mood 
a little. 


"| don't mind." 
Stone surprised himself saying that. The reply had come out so naturally despite what he had just thought 
about a minute ago. He also didn't think twice when he planted another kiss on Jerry's mouth and let his hands 


snake around his neck. 


Jerry tried to relax and enjoy the kiss and the visualization of Stone's energies. He closed his eyes while he 
consciously made the effort to keep his hands on the seat cushion, on either side of his legs. 


Stone's mouth trailed down to Jerry's neck and he eventually realized that Jerry's hands were not moving 


from the couch and that he had his eyes closed. 
‘Open your eyes." 
Jerry obliged and was met by Stone's inquiring gaze. 


‘Sorry, | was.. Actually watching you," Jerry said. 


"You had your eyes closed," Stone said with a touch of irony in his Tone. 
‘| was watching your aura" 


Stone wasn't sure what Jerry meant but he vaguely remembered that they guy had mentioned that word at 
the end of his first visit. Now he was a bit intrigued. 


"My aura?" 
"| can see people's vital energies. How they look according to their moods and feelings” 

"And what does it look like 

"Its different all the time. It changes according to people and their reactions and emotions and physical state.” 
"Ok, but... What does it look like, visually?" 


Its a halo of colors that shifts continuously. Like the northern lights. It moves and fluctuates and the colors 


merge into each other." 

Jerry's blue eyes were now staring into Stone's. Stone's overly rational mind was having a hard time imagining 
what Jerry could see but the way the blond was trying to explain himself sounded so genuine that Stone 
wanted to believe him. 

"How do | look? | mean.. My aura How does it look to you?," Stone asked. 

Jerry closed his eyes again and looked at what he saw emanating from Stone. 


Is red and orange and there's some pink in it.. A bit of yellow and gold.. It's.. Like a fiery sunset.” 


Stone tried to keep himself in check but he had a hard time as Jerry was talking to him this way. Jeez, the 


guy could even talk about sunset and not make it sound cheesy. 

"And you like what you see?" 

Stone's hands landed on Jerry's chest. 

'It's.. Nice, yeah. | can see you're in a happy place right now." 

"Happy place? Yes, | guess you can call it that. So.. You can see l'm a little turned on, right?," Stone teased. 


Jerry chuckled. 


"| don't need to look at your aura for that," Jerry said while lowering his gaze to glance at the bulge in Stone's 


pants. "I can feel it." 


Stone smiled. He didn't mind the slightly smart-ass answer. If anything, that was adding to the excitement. The 


younger man was obviously not shy, even if he wasn't experienced. Stone moved even closer to Jerry. 
| want to feel your hands on me," Stone said. 
"Stone, l'm not sure...” 


"| promise I'll tell you if it gets too hot. Don't worry," Stone added before grabbing Jerry's hands and putting 
them on his hips. 


Stone leaned forward to resume kissing Jerry. At first, the blond was hesitant. He didn’t move his hands from 
where Stone placed them but as their kissing got a bit more heated, Jerry instinctively let his hands slide up 
under Stone's jumper and t-shirt, to his waist and lower back. 


He became aware of what he was doing when he visualized the energy and arousal that was coming from 
Stone's body and he felt that his hands were absorbing the positive energy. It was something totally different 
to touch somebody this way and not the way he was when he was treating people and neutralizing negative 


energies. 


Jerry could feel the heat build up in his body as the make-out session grew more passionate. He was not used 


to have all these sensory stimulations feeding his ability to capture energies, on top of his own arousal. 

He opened his eyes to see Stone's reaction He was bound to have noticed that Jerry's hands had already 
started to warm up. As expected, a few moments later, Stone gasped when Jerry's hands stroked up and down 
his back. Jerry saw the expression on Stone's face change. He removed his hands and pulled away from the 
kiss. 

"Too hot?," Jerry asked. 

Stone gave a small nod of confirmation. 


| never thought I'd say to someone they're too hot but.. | guess you are." 


Jerry didn't see the humor in the situation, unfortunately. It was just another reminder that he wasn't able to 


control himself under these circumstances and therefore couldn't hope for too much more. 


"You should leave," Jerry said softly as he let his hands rest against the couch cushions and turned his head 


away from Stone. 


"You didn't hurt me. You stopped before, it's fine. Jerry, we can." 
"No." 
Jerry didn't let Stone finish his sentence and he pushed him gently off his lap. 


"Believe me, we can't. This is gonna be very frustrating for me and even worse for you. This won't work. We 


shouldn't see each other." 


Stone was caught off guard by the change of attitude of the younger man. He was about to try to say 


something else to convince him to try again but Jerry stood up from the couch and walked away. 
"Just go, Stone. Please." 


Stone shook his head and looked at the blond who was standing in front of the window again. His body language 
was obvious. He clearly didn't want to talk again or change his mind. As much as Stone felt attracted to him, 
he was also a little hurt with the ease that Jerry had just demonstrated in pushing him away. Obviously, the 
blond didn't feel the same about him and he might have just given it a try and let Stone kiss him out of 
curiosity before deciding that it wasn't worth the trouble. 


Stone headed for the door and grabbed his jacket. He was upset but he didn't want to make a scene. It was 
better to get the hell out of there quickly and forget about the whole evening. 


Chapter 4 


Two weeks later, Eddie was getting bored in his art gallery. Today was a very slow day. Nobody had come in to 
browse around the artwork on display and even if Eddie didn't always like to have to entertain the purely 
curious passers-by who were walking in and never bought anything, at least it was keeping him busy. It was 
almost 4 o'clock, so still too early to close, but he had a feeling that he would do an early closing anyway. 
Perhaps another hour but no more. He really didn't know what to look at online anymore and he was hungry. 
Eddie was at the back of the main exhibition hall when he heard the door open and close. 

"Finally," he mumbled to himself. 

He walked back to the front and saw a tall man with long blond hair standing in front of an abstract painting. 
"Hil You like it?," Eddie asked. 

The man turned around and looked at Eddie. 


lm not sure. | don't know anything about art." 


Eddie shrugged. That was the usual comment coming from people walking into an art gallery for the first time 


so Eddie replied with his usual answer. 


"You don't have to know anything about art to like it. Just look at it, keep an open mind and see whether you 
like it." 


The blond man looked at the painting again. 

"What is it supposed to be?" 

‘It's called Young Girls in a Park.. But you can see whatever you want in it 

The blond man took a step back and stared at the painting a little longer. 

"Young girls usually have more blue in them" he said as if this was a well-known fact. 

Eddie frowned, not understanding the man's comment. The man looked at him again. Eddie noticed his blue eyes 
and gulped. Was this the guy Stone had been seeing and trying to go out with? The healer? The young man 


didn't leave him time to think too much further. 


‘lm not going to buy any art, I'm sorry. I'm looking for Eddie." 


"I am Eddie. Do we know each other?," Eddie asked although he was now sure who the guy was. 
"No, but we have a few people in common. | got your gallery address through Marco, the hairdresser." 
"Oh... Alright" 

I'm trying to contact Stone. | know he's your friend” 

Eddie smiled. 

"So | guess you're Jerry.” 

"Yes. Sorry, | forgot to introduce myself 

"| recognized you before you said you were looking for me." 

Jerry cocked an eyebrow. 

"How did you recognize me?" 

"Stone's my best friend. He talked to me about you." 


Eddie walked to his desk in the middle of the gallery and picked up his coffee mug. Jerry followed him 
wondering what Stone may have told Eddie about him. 


‘tm not sure what Stone said but last time | saw him, it was two weeks ago and.. | want to see him again and 


talk to him, in person. | don't know where he lives though." 
Eddie shook his head. 


‘lm not gonna give you his address, if that's what you came for. Sorry. He told me you said you shouldn't see 


him anymore, so.. Why do you need to talk to him now?" 
Jerry passed his hands in his hair and looked a bit uncomfortable. 


"Is complicated. | don't like the way we left things. | should have handled it differently. He's a nice person and.. 
| just want to talk to him. | have his phone number, but | don't like talking on the phone so | wanted to see him 


in person" 


Eddie looked at the guy and pondered his options while he sipped on his lukewarm coffee. He was definitely not 
the type of guys Stone would normally go for but he was pretty good-looking and he looked sincere. He could 
certainly understand why Stone had gotten a crush on him. 


"Yes, Stone's a very nice guy," Eddie said as he took a sip of coffee. "Tell you what | can do. Let me message 
him and ask him to join me for coffee when | close here, in an hour. There's a coffee place down the road on 


the corner. We go there often You meet us there and I'll leave you two to talk. That is, if he wants to talk to 
you." 


Jerry smiled. 

"Sounds good." 

Eddie picked up his phone and typed a message. Two minutes later, the phone buzzed with a reply. 
"He'll be there at 530, he said" 

"Okay, Ill be there too." 

Jerry headed for the door. 


"Thank you, Eddie." 


Eddie was already sitting at a table and sipping on a coffee when Stone arrived, at 530 sharp. Stone was 


always on time. It could almost be irritating sometimes. 

"Hey! You've been here long?" 

"No, five minutes. | closed the gallery already. There was no one today." 

"Ok, let me go order something. | so need caffeine right now. Crazy day." 

Stone was back at the table two minutes later with a tall coffee. 

"So.. What was it that you wanted to talk to me about and that cannot wait?," Stone asked. 


Eddie lifted his gaze and nodded. Jerry was sitting at the back of the coffee place, out of sight from where 


Stone entered and where he was now sitting. 
‘Its not really me who needs to talk to you. | hope you won't be mad, though." 
Stone didn't understand. 


"What?" 


At that moment, Jerry arrived at their table. 

"Hi, Stone." 

Stone turned around and looked up at Jerry and then back at Eddie. 
"He was at the gallery this afternoon looking for you." 

"Eddie..." Stone sighed. 

‘Im leaving. And you two play rice, ok? I'll call you later." 


Eddie took his jacket and his coffee and left. Stone wasn't looking happy but he hadn't made a move to leave 
yet. 


"Can | sit here?", Jerry asked 
"How did you find Eddie? How do you know about him?" 


“Through his hairdresser. He had left a message with my assistant a little before you came for your first 
session He said he had given my coordinates to one of his customers who had a friend with major lower back 


problems." 
"And I'm the only one with back problems coming to see you?" 


"No, but.. | had a hunch. I'm sorry if it feels like I'm stalking you. I'm not. If you don't want to talk, it's fine. Ill 
let you be." 


Stone looked at the blond and tried to be mad at him but he couldn't. After all, two weeks ago, he had been 
the one sitting in his car in front of Jerry's practice, hoping to catch him leaving the building so he could 
speak with him. Must be karma payback time. 


"What do you want to talk about?" 

Jerry sat down 

"l'm sorry | pushed you away like | did. I've been thinking about our evening every day since two weeks and.. l'm 
just not used to this. | wish | could have handled things differently. | wanted to tell you | like you and | liked it.. 


When you were in my apartment and.. You know, what happened.. Which | guess is not much or not enough for 


you, but | liked it a lot" 


Stone felt a knot in his stomach and cursed under his breath. How could the guy have gone under his skin so 
fast? They hadn't even really made out or gone out or gotten to know each other very much... But if there 


was a chance to make it work and try again, Stone would take it. 


"It was enough, | mean.. You didn't want me to stay and you said we shouldn't see each other. So | stayed 


away. What's different now?" 


"Nothing, except that | want to try and | think I'd be stupid to let a guy like you slip away from me. | just can't 


promise you it will work or... I'm not sure what or how this is going to be." 
Stone blushed a little. It felt good to feel wanted and appreciated. 


| don't have a lot of time now. | have a recording session at the studio this evening, in half an hour or so. We 


can talk more after, if you don't mind a late drink I'll be done around I0 o'clock." 
"Fine, l'm usually up late anyway." 
lll pass by your place," Stone said as he stood up. 


Jerry tore a piece of paper from a promotional flyer on the window next to their table and scribbled 


something on it before handing it over to Stone. 

‘It's my phone number. | usually don't like phone calls and | don't pick up but you can text me." 
Stone smiled and took the paper. 

"Okay. See you later. 


Stone left the coffee place and turned around the corner onto the main street. His recording studio wasn't far 


away so he could walk back there. On his way back to work, he called Eddie. 
"So, what's up?," Eddie asked a bit too cheerfully. 

"Eddie, don't do this again, okay?" 

Oh... You're mad at me. Okay. | get it.. | deserve it. Didn't work out?" 
"That's not the point." 

Stone paused. 

| see him later tonight." 


Eddie started laughing. 


“Alright... So you're just bitching at me out of principle, but you're happy | got him to speak with you, right?" 
"Yes, kinda." 
"| had a good feeling about this.. So, what did he say?" 


"Its not so much what he said but more what he meant.. And.. Damn, it's weird but | like him, although | don't 
know him very much and he's strange and too young and.. | probably shouldn't do this." 


"No, you should. And sure, | can see why you like him. He's hot and he sounds like a nice guy. Not another 


snobbish career-driven intellectual.. He has my vote already.” 
"So... Thanks, Eddie." 


"You're welcome.. What are friends for otherwise?" 


It was almost Il o'clock when Stone arrived at Jerry's place later that evening. He saw the lights were on on 


the upper level and rang the bell and waited. Jerry came to open the door. 

"Hi. Come in" 

"Hey," Stone said. 

Jerry saw something wasn't quite right with Stone before he even said anything. 

"What's wrong?" 

"I know you just gave me your phone number when we were at the coffee place but | couldn't find it back. | 
don't know where | put the piece of paper. But.. Basically, I'm pretty tired and | have a splitting headache and 
so | would have texted you to say | wasn't coming but since | couldn't find your phone number... | came here 
because | didn't want you to think | was standing you up. I'm really not. I'm just not feeling up for it tonight" 
"You drove across the city this late at night to tell me that you can't have a chat with me tonight?" 

"Yes, | know it sounds stupid but.. | guess | did" 

Its not stupid, it's very kind" 


"Can we do this on Friday instead?" 


Jerry smiled. 


"Sure.. But since you're here now, you want me to help with your headache?," Jerry asked. 
"| didn't say that to make you feel obliged to...” 
"| don't feel obliged. I'm happy if | can make you feel better. No big deal to me." 


Of course it would be nice if the headache could disappear so Stone accepted and followed Jerry upstairs to 


his apartment. 
"Sit down" 


"| don't have headaches very often but when | do, its usually bad.. | guess I'm too tired. I've been doing many 
late sessions at the studio this week and last week too, on top of the normal day of work." 


Stone sat next to Jerry. 

"Don't talk now, let me see," Jerry said as he closed his eyes and cradled the back of Stone's head in his hands. 
Stone let Jerry's hands do their magic and as the warm sensation spread around his head, he also felt the 
blood pulse in his temples. He wasn't sure if this was becouse of Jerry's healing power or if he was just 
getting a little turned on Jerry still had his eyes closed and Stone only wanted one thing now. He moved closer 


and crashed his lips against Jerry's. 


Jerry's eyes snapped open at the contact. He smiled against Stone's mouth and kissed back briefly before 
pulling back. 


| wasn't done with your headache." 

"| feel much better already," Stone replied before kissing him again 

This time Jerry enjoyed the kiss and let Stone take the lead. He opened his mouth and welcome Stone's tongue. 
Jerry removed his hands from Stone's head and leaned back on the couch while carefully leaving his hands out 
of the way when Stone moved over him. 

"I thought you were tired," Jerry said. 

"| am, but this is nice. Let's do this nice and slow... | don't want it to end like last time." 


Jerry lifted his head to steal another kiss from Stone. 


"Me neither." 


Chapter 5 


Stone got comfortable and snuggled between the couch's back cushions and Jerry's body. He reached out to 


put one of Jerry's hands on his waist, above his sweater. 

"Mmmh... You're so warm," Stone sighed out of contentment. 

"Not too weird?" 

"You're kidding? You're amazingly comfortable." 

"For now. Wait a little longer and it'll be too much." 

"We'll see then," Stone replied "Do you feel the heat too? Like.. Is it like if you had a high fever?" 
Jerry smiled. 


"No, it's not bothering me. | feel it but it's just normal.. Actually, I'm not sure what fever feels like. | don't 
think | ever got fever." 


Stone looked puzzled. 
"You get sick though?" 


‘Sometimes, a flu or something. I've never had anything really bad. | think my body is more resistant to 


illnesses and pain.. | rarely feel pain.” 

"That's practical.. But you feel pleasure, right?," Stone asked while letting his hand travel over Jerry's body. 
"Yeah." 

Stone's hand then found its way under Jerry's shirt and caressed the smooth skin of his stomach. 

"Feels good?" 

Jerry nodded. 

Stone continued to touch Jerry under his shirt, gently raking his short fingernails across his abs and sides. He 
closed his eyes and rested his head on Jerry's chest. The blond's hands rubbed circles on the small of Stone's 


back. Even with his clothes on, Stone could feel the heat coming from Jerry's hand. For now, though, it wasn't 


too intense and it was very enjoyable. 


Stone moved his hand from under Jerry's shirt and ran his fingers into his long blond hair. 

"| love your hair. 

Jerry responded by caressing the back of Stone's head with his other hand, tangling his fingers into Stone's 
shorter wavy hair. Stone leaned into the warmth of Jerry's touch. 

| used to have long hair too," Stone added. "Not as long as you but still long.. When | was younger. 
"How old are you?," Jerry asked with a teasing smile. 

"Older than you." 

"Yeah, | gathered that much.. But how much older?" 

"Does it matter?" 

The blond shook his head. 

"Just curious." 


"Let's say | had long hair when you were probably still in high school." 


Jerry frowned and tried to do the math in his head but he was not focused enough and quickly gave up 
because he really didn't matter to him. 


"Wow.. That much older?,” he replied, just to tease Stone further. 
"Oh, shut up," Stone said before kissing him again. 


Stone slowly shifted position and moved on top of Jerry without breaking their kiss. His thigh nestled between 


Jerry's legs and Jerry moaned into his mouth when the unfamiliar friction sent a jolt of pleasure in his loins. 


The memories of the time when he was still a teenager experimenting and fooling around with another guy 
resurfaced. Jerry tried to push those thoughts away. He was older and more mature, he knew himself better 
and he wouldn't do the same mistakes. It was too nice to have another warm body move against his. It was a 
foreign sensation but one he was keen on getting used to. He closed his eyes and watched Stone's aura glow 
brighter and brighter as they continued to caress and kiss each other. 


Eventually, Stone gently reached for Jerry's hand which was pressing on his back He pushed it away and also 
moved his head away from his other hand. 


"Too hot now," he breathed out. 


Jerry sighed. He was annoyed at himself for this and not realizing when it was becoming too much. Stone saw 


the faltering expression on his face. 


"Don't worry, please.. | can still use my hands on you and you can kiss me. | don't want to stop," Stone 


whispered against Jerry's mouth. 

| wish | could still touch you." 

"I know," Stone said before kissing Jerry again 

Jerry didn't know how long they had stayed like that and been making out. Even if he had kept his hands off 
Stone, they were still cozily lying together on the couch. Their kissing and petting session had slowed down and 
Stone had his eyes closed and was now distractedly caressing the side of Jerry's neck. 

"Stone... 

"Mmh?" 

"You're sleeping?" 

“Almost... Sorry." 

Jerry chuckled. 

"| should go back home.. It's probably late," Stone said. 

"You work tomorrow?" 


"Yes, but not early. | can sleep late." 


Stone reluctantly moved away from Jerry and sat at the other end of the couch to put his shoes back on and 
get ready to leave. 


Jerry walked with him downstairs to the door. They hadn't said anything yet but it wasn't awkward. Stone 


broke the silence when they were in the entrance hallway, 

"Thanks for taking care of my headache" 

Jerry shrugged like it was no big deal. He had already forgotten about that. 
"Do you want to.. Do this again?," Jerry asked 


"Yes, I'd like that very much. Do you have plans for the week end?" 


"Just some appointments on Saturday.. I'm free in the afternoon and after.” 
"Okay, I'll text you and we can do something. You wanna go for dinner?" 


Jerry blushed a little. It was the first time someone was actually proposing to take him out to dinner as in a 


real adult-style date. 

"Huh... Sure. We can eat together," he added, 

The answer made Stone smile. 

"We don't have to, if you don't feel like it." 

‘I'm sorry | said that, no its cool. | want to." 

Stone took his phone out. 

"Can you give me your number again? | won't lose it, | swear." 

Once Stone had put Jerry's number in his phone and called him to give him his, Jerry moved closer to Stone 
and leaned forward to kiss him goodnight. Stone kissed back and touched Jerry's wrist. His hand was still warm 
but not as hot as earlier on when they were making out. Jerry tried to move his hand away but Stone held 
his wrist more firmly. 

‘It doesn't feel so hot anymore," Stone said as he placed Jerry's hand on his cheek. 

Jerry froze for a few seconds when he saw Stone do that but when he realized Stone was fine, he let his 


hand slide down the side and then the back Stone's neck and moved closer for another deeper kiss. Jerry's 


other hand and arm circled around Stone's waist for a tighter embrace. Stone melted in Jerry's arms and 
warmth. When the blond pulled back, they were both a little breathless and Stone's face was flushed. Stone's 
hands were still holding him. They were getting very warm again. 

"We'll continue this Saturday, okay?,” Stone said. 

Jerry nodded and let go. 


"Have a good night," Jerry replied. 


"You too." 


The following day, Stone arrived at Eddie's art gallery. He didn't need to be at the studio before noon so he 
decided he'd stop by for some breakfast and coffee and eat with Eddie. There were usually few customers 
coming to the gallery in the morning so it wouldn't be an issue. 


Eddie eagerly looked into the pastry box that Stone put on his desk before taking a sip of coffee. 


"You bring me fancy pastries and fresh Italian coffee.. And you look in a pretty good mood. Let me guess. You 
got laid last night?," Eddie asked as he took a pain au chocolat from the assortment. 


"No, but.. We had a nice evening." 
"Like how nice?" 


Stone wasn't going to give any more details. Eddie knew him well enough, but he would push him anyway and 
ask. 


"Really nice. But it's just a bit complicated." 

"You'll do fine. You like complicated" 

"Not that kind of complicated. It's like surreal complicated | like him, he's great but.. What am | going to do?" 
"About what?" 

Eddie clearly didn't understand what his friend was worried about. Stone had really not given Eddie much info a 
few weeks ago, after he had left Jerry's place and had thought that it was over before even starting. He 
hadn't said why Jerry had made him leave. This time, Stone felt like confiding in Eddie a little more. He didn't go 
the too much information route but he explained to Eddie how Jerry's ability and hands were actually more of 


a disadvantage than anything else in an intimate setting. 


Eddie finished his pastry and wiped his hands on his jeans. He took a long sip of coffee while he was trying to 


summarize what Stone had just explained to him. 
"So he cannot touch you?" 


"No... Well, he can.. Till a certain point. Then preferably not, at least till he learns how to tame down the energy 


when he's aroused" 
"But you can touch him?" 
"Yes." 


"Okay, so what's the big deal?" 


"Eddie. It's not really that easy. He is scared if he gets carried away and puts his hands on me and he hurts 
me. You know, when you're with someone getting it on, the last thing you want to worry about is not burning 
the other person" 


Eddie nodded understandingly. Then he looked at Stone with his most serious face. 


"If someone can deal with a hot 26-year old virgin who cannot use his hands during sex, its you. You'll find a 


way to make it work for both of you." 
Stone turned a nice shade of red and almost spit out the sip of coffee he had just swallowed. 
"What?," Eddie asked. "| meant it as a compliment." 


Just as Stone was about to try to find a way to reply, someone walked into the gallery. Stone was somewhat 


relieved for the diversion and took it as his cue to head out 

"Im leaving’ 

"You can stay" 

"| know.. But.. Maybe | just need to think about things by myself" 
"As you wish.. But you'll do fine with him, dont worry” 


Stone smiled at Eddie and walked away. 


A few days later, on Saturday night, Stone and Jerry had met for dinner. It was a small restaurant that Stone 
knew well, not too far from his place. The two men had had a nice time talking over dinner and getting to know 
each other a little more. They were still talking as they were walking out of the restaurant. 

"Where did you park?," Jerry asked. 

"| walked. | live two blocks away." 

"Oh... Ok" 


"You ?" 


"| took a cab. | don't have a car." 


Jerry and Stone walked a little further and Stone finally asked what Jerry really wanted to hear. 
"Do you want to come to my place?" 

"For a nightcap?," Jerry answered 

"Yeah. And whatever else you want" 


Jerry smiled and nodded. Stone was blushing and wondered when he had started to think and say stupid thing 
things like that. It was too late but Jerry didn't seem to mind or find it cheesy. 


They soon arrived at Stone's place. It was a cozy two-bedroom apartment on the fourth floor of a midcentury 
building. Everything looked very nice inside but it still looked like an apartment where someone was living and 


not just a deco magazine ad. 


Stone let Jerry inspect his surroundings while he went to the kitchen to get them drinks. He poured two 
glasses of bourbon and walked back to the living room. 


Jerry was looking at black and white pictures hanging on the wall next to the couch. 
"You Took them?" 

"Eddie did." 

"He's a photographer?" 


"Just amateur... But he's really good. I'd rather have his own pictures as art than stuffs he sells in his gallery. 
They were taken in Hawaii. We went there together on holidays a few years ago. He likes to surf.” 


"Ive never left the country... | mean, mainland US," Jerry said apologetically. 
"Not the travelling type?" 

"ld like to. | just never did take the time to do it" 

"Where would you like to go?," Stone asked 

"Don't know. Everywhere, | guess" 

Stone handed him over a glass. 


"Far away," Jerry continued and took a sip. "Australia or something crazy like that. Have you been there?" 


"No. I've been to Asia, a few different places but not Australia 
Stone sat down and looked at Jerry who was still admiring the pictures. He had a grounded and laid back side to 
him but at the same time, he was still fairly young and inexperienced when it came to many things. It was 


amusing for Stone to see him look at the pictures with such wonder. 


"| don't know why I've never been anywhere yet. | could just buy a plane ticket and go anywhere but... | guess 


it's not really fun to travel alone," Jerry said as he sat next to Stone. 


Stone scooted closer and took the glass from Jerry's hand. He put it on the table next to the couch and then 
returned his attention to the blond. 


"Ie travelled alone and it's cool too, but you're right.. Sometimes, it's nicer when you're with someone else." 
Stone's fingers threaded into Jerry's hair. 
"And traveling is not the only thing that's more fun when you do it with someone else," Stone added. 


The blond leaned forward and closed the gap between their mouths. 


Chapter 6 


It was like a few days ago, but not exactly the same. This time, it was at Stone's place and on Stone's couch 
and this felt more like a long round of foreplay than just another make-out session. Or at least, thats what 
Jerry hoped it was. 

He opened his eyes when Stone stopped kissing him and gently pushed his hands aside. He tried not to get 
annoyed at the gesture because he knew Stone couldn't do otherwise but he still felt bad for being unable to 
control his hands. 

Stone pulled back a little and looked at Jerry's flustered face - his blue eyes had darkened like a stormy night 
sky. Stone ran the pad of his thumb over Jerry's swollen lips. He moved his other hand to Jerry's crotch and 
started to stroke him. Jerry closed his eyes and gasped. 

"Damn, Stone... Yes..." 

As Stone was about to lean closer again to kiss Jerry, his phone started to ring. Jerry and Stone's eyes locked 
up but Stone didn't move away and continued what he was doing. He pressed his lips on Jerry's mouth and 


ignored the ringtone that stopped a few seconds later. 


Jerry felt relieved to see that Stone didn't want to be distracted and kissed him back, moaning against his 


mouth as the friction between his legs grew more intense. 
"Feels so good," Jerry whispered. 
Stone's other hand moved to Jerry's belt and was starting to undo it when the cell phone rang again. 


This time, Jerry almost laughed as he looked at Stone who was shaking his head in disbelief. Then suddenly 


Jerry felt as shiver coursing down his spine and it was not because of Stone's caresses. 
"You should pick up," Jerry said without thinking too much. 

Stone looked at him a little surprised. 

"You're joking, right?" 

"I have a hunch that... | don't know, but you should pick up." 

"A hunch?" Stone repeated. 


The phone was still ringing and Stone reluctantly moved and stretched his arm to grab the phone that was on 


the coffee table. It was a local number but not one that Stone recognized. 


‘Must be an error.. Its Saturday night and.." 

"Please, Stone. Pick up." 

Stone didn't understand why Jerry was so insistent about him taking this call, except maybe because he 
wanted him to tell whoever it was that now was not a good time to talk and hopefully they wouldn't try to call 
back again. 

Stone finally picked up. 

"Yes? .. Huh.. Yes, speaking... Do l..? Yes, of course... Oh, shit! No!" 

Jerry watched as Stone sat up and his face changed color. His eyes grew wide and he almost let his phone fall 
"Ok, I'll be right there. | will.. Okay, | understand" 

Stone hung up and turned towards Jerry. 

"Eddie has had an accident. It was the hospital. He.." 

"He's ok?" 

"They. They don't know... If he's gonna make it. He's in surgery right now." 

Stone put his phone on the table and let himself fall on a chair. Jerry walked up to him. 

lm sure he's gonna be alright. You know which hospital?" 

"Yeah." 

"Ok, then, go and check on him." 

‘| will but.. | don't know what to do, Jerry.” 

"You want me to get you a cab?" 

"No, I'll drive." 

"Maybe you shouldn't" 


"lll be ok" 


Jerry watched as Stone put on his shoes and grabbed his jacket. 
"Ill go with you. | don't want you to drive alone like this," Jerry said. 


Stone glanced at Jerry but didn't protest and they both left his apartment in a hurry. 


Four hours later, Jerry was sitting alone and sipping on an insipid coffee that tasted just as bad as his 
surroundings looked. Stone had been gone since a while now. He had left him to go and see Eddie when the 
surgeon told him he had been brought back to his room. He was unconscious but Stone was allowed to go and 
visit him. 

When Stone finally came back, he looked like he had seen a ghost and Jerry feared for the worst. 

"What did they say?" 

“They're still not sure. I've never had to see this, you know? It's like in the movies. You're in a room with 
someone who's unconscious and all you can hear is the beeping of the machines he's connected to and.. Nothing 
else." 

Jerry looked around. The hospital was eerily deserted. Maybe it was a good thing. Few people had issues tonight 
apparently but at the same time, it would have been a litte less stressful if they could see people moving and 
talking around them. 

"I can go back and sit with him, they said. You don't have to stay. You should go home." 

"Do you have to tell his family?" 

Stone shook his head. 

"He has no one here and he's not in good terms with his mother. |... I'll see tomorrow about that." 


"Are you sure you want to stay alone with him?", Jerry asked 


"No, but.. | want to be with him. Do you want to.. Come and see him? | now you don't actually know him, you 


just saw him once, but." 
"Sure." 
Jerry followed Stone to Eddie's room. 


There was only one chair in the room and Stone had put it right next to the bed to sit close to his best 


friend. Jerry walked closer and stood on the other side of the bed, looking at all the machines and monitor 
screens that were displaying numbers for heart rate and blood pressure and other info he didn't understand. 
He looked at Eddie and then at Stone who was staring at an invisible spot above Eddie's bed. 

"Stone?" 

Stone snapped out of his trance and looked at Jerry. 

"Did you say something?" 

"No, | just wanted to ask.. Do you want me to see how he feels?" 


Stone didn't seem to understand what Jerry meant. 

"| could see how he's doing. I've never done it with someone who's unconscious but | guess it's the same." 
Stone looked at Eddie and took his friend's hand in his. 

"Yeah, please. Can you do that?" 


Jerry nodded and moved closer. He closed his eyes and started to focus on what he could see and feel. It was 
difficult at first because it was overwhelming. Sure, Jerry had seen and treated people who were in pain but 
he had never been in this situation with someone who had just had a car accident and was just out of surgery. 
The pain and negative vibrations were almost too much for Jerry to handle and he opened his eyes for a brief 


moment when he realized he was forgetting to breathe as he was trying to walk his way mentally and visually 


through Eddie's pain. 


Stone was looking at him expectantly and he was about to ask him what he saw when Jerry closed his eyes 


again. 


Jerry finally lifted his hand and moved it above Eddie's head. Stone was following the blond's every movement 
and checking for any sign or expression on his face. It was the first time that he could see what Jerry was 
doing exactly and how he was doing it and it looked like nothing was happening. By now, of course, Stone knew 
that Jerry's ability was genuine but there was something a little surreal in watching him stand there with his 
hand above Eddie's head hoping that Jerry would be able to alleviate some of his pain while his friend was 


hooked up to two or three machines in a modern hospital. 
When Jerry opened his eyes, Stone only saw concern and fear. 
"Can you do something for him?" 


"As | said, I've never done this with someone who's not awake or aware of what I'm doing." 


"Can you see or feel how bad he is?," Stone asked. 

"Yes, | can. It's really bad” 

Stone leaned forward a little and used his other hand to gently stroke Eddie's forehead. 

"Please, do something. Anything," he said without even looking at Jerry. 

"kay. lIl try." 

Jerry's hand moved up above Eddie's chest, where the surgery scar was still fresh. Jerry could not say what 
was wrong what had happened during the accident or what they did during the surgery but he could see the 
pain from the internal trauma that Eddie had suffered and from the recent invasive surgery procedures and 
their aftermath. 

Jerry tried to put aside the oddness of the situation and began to focus on the negative energy. There was so 
much of it and he would probably not be able to do a lot in comparison with the state in which Eddie was but 
he wanted to do something for Stone and reassure him. 

Jerry patiently started to work on reducing the pain as much as he could, bit by bit. At the same time, he 
was also trying to focus on the intensity of the positive energy he was sending back into Eddie's body because 
for once his patient wasn't able to voice any issue or warn him if the intensity of his treatment was too 
strong and Jerry was worried of what could happen if he overdid it. 

When Jerry thought he had done enough in the region of the surgery, he moved his hand above Eddie's cheek. 
There were only bruises and cuts on the side of his face but those hurt as well and he wanted to try to help 


with these too. 


"I think | have to stop," Jerry said softly after a few more minutes. "I don't want to do too much and make 


anything worse." 

Stone looked at him and gave him a faint smile. 

"Thanks." 

Jerry took a few steps back and headed for the door. 

‘I'm not leaving but | need to get some air. I'll come back, okay?" 


"Okay. I'll be here," Stone replied 


Chapter 1 


When Jerry came back, he heard voices talking in Eddie's room. He couldn't properly hear everything they were 
saying because the door was closed but he caught a few words and guessed it must have been doctors 
discussing. He didn't see Stone around so he concluded that he must have been inside with them and decided to 
wait till they were done to get back inside. 


Five minute later, he saw a man and a woman exit the room followed by a nurse. The two persons were still 


talking and looked like they had an animated conversation. They walked by Jerry without even noticing him. 
"But its not normal,” the woman said. "I just finished his surgery what? Two hours ago?" 

"Yes, | know. But he's doing great apparently, good job on your end. What else do you want?" 

"| dont know. An explanation. I'm still not convinced he's out of trouble. 

"We checked his vitals twice now. The machines are correct," the man replied 


‘I've never seen this after such a car accident. It's going way too well.. | don't believe this. I'll go and check on 


him in another hour." 

"lIl come with you if I'm not busy." 

Jerry watched them go down the hallway, still talking, but he couldn't hear what they were saying as they 
walked away from him. He waited a minute, wondering what to do and then got back into the room. Stone was 
still sitting right next to Eddie's bed and he was talking to him. Jerry thought it was probably Stone's way to 
deal with the stress of the situation but he soon realized that Eddie was now awake. 

Stone turned around when he saw that Eddie was looking at something else behind him as they were talking. 
"Is everything ok?," Jerry asked. 

Stone's face looked way more relaxed than when he had left him. 

"He's doing great. He's.. He's awake and he talked a bit but he says it's hard to speak" 

"| saw doctors leave the room, | was waiting in the hallway. | didn't know if he was fine.” 

"After you left, the surgeon came over to check on him. She asked me if | noticed anything unusual with him 
and then called another doctor and the nurse because she thought the readings on the monitors were wrong. 


His heart rate and his blood pressure and.. They're all back to normal, like.. You know, like for a normal person 
who hasn't had an accident and surgery and.. They don't understand how it's possible he bounced back from 


his surgery a few hours ago like this." 

Jerry looked at the monitors and then at Eddie and Stone. He felt a bit embarrassed. 

Stone stood up and walked up to him. 

"| didn't say anything. But... Its you. Its what you did, so thank you." 

Jerry blushed a little. 

lm glad | could help." 

Stone smiled at Jerry but he could sense that the blond wasn't very comfortable. Stone thought it was 
perhaps because Eddie was awake now and looking at them or maybe just because he didn't like to be in a 
hospital. 

"You're alright?," Stone asked. 

"Yeah. l'm fine." 

"Where did you go?" 

"Just outside.. On the parking lot. If Eddie is ok.. | guess I'll leave you with him and go back home then 
"Sure," Stone said. 

Eddie was still watching Jerry and Stone talk. He saw Jerry look at him and raised his hand. 

"I think Eddie wants to tell you something,” Jerry said. 

Stone went back to the side of his bed. 

"Do you need something? You're still ok?" 


"Am ok," Eddie's voice was strained and he was short of breath but the look in his eyes confirmed he was 


doing fine. 
"Good. I'll watch over you, don't worry.” 
"No," Eddie shook his head slightly. "Go back.. With him." 


Eddie's voice was so low that Stone knew Jerry couldn't hear what they were saying but it still made him feel 


awkward to hear Eddie say that. 


"What?" 

‘Im fine now.. Go with him. | messed up your date night enough." 

"Eddie, come on.. It doesn't matter.” 

Eddie managed to crack a smile. 

"Come back here tomorrow. But now go with him." 

Stone was about to say something again but then he saw Eddie's eyes looking into Jerry's direction and then 
back at him. Eddie nodded and then closed his eyes, conveying very clearly to Stone that this wasn't up for 
discussion. Stone knew him that well. 

"Okay," Stone simply said. 

He stood up and squeezed Eddie's hand to say goodbye. 

"Do you need me to get the nurse?," Jerry asked. 

"No, not needed," Stone answered. 

"Bye, Eddie," Jerry said as he went for the door. 

He saw Stone walking out behind him, thinking he probably wanted to say goodbye outside of the room. 

"ll check with you later," Jerry said. "You should get some sleep soon. You must be dead tired." 

"Yeah, about that.. Eddie just told me to leave." 

Jerry looked confused. 

"Leave?" 

"Yes, he doesn't want me to stay here with him. He said | should come back tomorrow, which is today, ‘cause 
we are tomorrow already, but | guess he means later. | am not sure he knows what time and day it is right 
now, not that it is important but.. Shit, I'm tired and am rambling way too much. Sorry." 


Jerry chuckled a little. 


"He's right. If he's fine.. Its better you get some rest. You both should. He'll probably be sleeping too now if he 
feels okay." 


"Come on, I'll give you a ride home," Stone said as he took his car keys out of his pocket. 


The hospital was closer to Jerry's place than to Stone's apartment and it was very early on Sunday morning, 
which meant that there was no traffic and they arrived pretty fast to Jerry's home. Stone parked the car 
and walked up to his door with him. 


"You don't know what it means to me what you did tonight for him. I'll never be able to repay you or say 
thank you enough." 


"Its fine, Stone. Don't think about it. Of course | would do that for him. | also did it for you. Because... Its your 
best friend" 


"| know. You'd do this for anyone, ‘cause you're that kind of person. You're great and." 
‘No, lm not" 

Jerry's tone had been unexpectedly cold when he interrupted Stone. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Nothing" 

"Its not nothing. You seem upset now. What did | say?" 


Jerry looked up at the cloudy morning sky and wished he had not said anything but it was too late now ard all 
of a sudden, he couldn't keep it all for himself. 


"Is not what you said. | know what you mean. It's just.. When | left Eddie's room, after what | did, and | walked 
outside, it hit me. | was standing on the parking lot and | looked up at the hospital building and saw all these 
windows, all these rooms. Most of them had the lights off but you know there are people in all of them, 
whether the lights are on or off and you know the people in those rooms are sick and they ache and they 
suffer and.. | am there standing on the parking lot while | could do something for them too, maybe. More than 
maybe, even if temporarily only, but at the same time, | can't. | cannot walk into a hospital and enter in every 
room and try to heal people. They wouldn't let me. They'd think I'm crazy or dangerous. And if they really knew 
and they'd let me and see what | can do.. They'd maybe still lock me up and would try to understand how and 
why and.. | would become a freak. | mean, | am one, it's just that nobody knows about me. Life is not a fucking 
Marvel movie where you have a super power and people are happy to know about it and let you use it for a 
greater good. People hate what's different and unexplained. The people who come to my practice, they don't 
mind, they just get better and they move on with their life. They don't think about it anymore... Stone, | feel 
like shit" 


Stone tried to digest everything that Jerry had just said to him. Now he was the one feeling bad for being 


self-absorbed in his own problems and helping his friend - which was not really selfish since it was for his 
friend. Perhaps it was, though, because Stone was not only relieved to see that Eddie would be fine and get 
better. He was also relieved to know that he hadn't lost him because he didn't know what he'd do without his 
best friend around. Was that being selfish? 

"Jerry, you cannot help everyone. You've helped many people already. You should be proud of that. It's like you 
said. Some people wouldn't accept your help and you cannot force them. It's not like you're using your ability to 
do something bad" 

| could do more but | don't. | just get by, hoping nobody notices... No fuss. | do this because | need money to 
live and buy food and go to the movies and stuff like that. If | didn't need the money, l'm not sure | would do 
it. I'm not that much of a hero. | would prefer not to be able to do that... I'd rather be normal." 

Both men looked up at the sky that had darkened when they felt rain drops hitting their faces. 

‘| guess it's a sign to let you go back to your car." 

"What if | don't wanna go back to my car?" 

"What?" 


"IIl stay with you for a while, | can go get us coffee or something. | don't want you to be alone like this now," 


Stone said. "My turn to help." 


Half an hour later, Jerry and Stone were sipping on freshly brewed coffee on Jerry's coach. The coffee was 
strong but it wasn't enough to prevent Stone from yawning. Jerry seemed to feel better and the relaxed and 
quiet atmosphere in the house was only making it more difficult to stay awake. 

"| need to head home or l'm going to fall asleep on the couch," Stone said. 


"You can do that. Its comfy. I've slept on it a few times," Jerry chuckled. 


"Yeah, well.. When you'll get to my age, you'll understand that a comfy couch is never as good as a comfy 


bed." 
"In that case... | also have a comfy bed," Jerry said. 
Stone cocked an eyebrow. 


"| mean I've never slept in a bed with someone else, meaning really just sleeping. Maybe it's nice and we could 
P g YJ ping. | lay 


both use something nice right now." 


Stone smiled. Yes, they could. 
Jerry didn't regret what he had just said but his face was a little flustered and Stone remembered very 


quickly why he liked the guy so much. Even if that had sounded a bit odd and out of place after the night they 
had just had, Stone recalled Eddie's words. 


Now go with him. 

So maybe this was the most natural thing to do after all and he shouldn't feel guilty about it. 

"Sounds like a good idea," Stone announced as he stood up and looked at Jerry, inviting him to lead the way. 
Stone followed the blond to his bedroom. He had a big bed that did look comfortable, although it was still 
undone from the previous night, or rather a day and a half ago. Jerry drew the curtains and watched as Stone 
kicked his shoes off and started to undress like it was the most normal thing to do, which it was, since they 
were about to go to bed and sleep. 

Jerry took off his shirt and his boots. He saw Stone kept his boxers before sliding under the sheets. He wasn't 
sure what was proper given the circumstances and since Stone had obviously much more experience in that 
department, Jerry did the same. He took off the rest of this clothes and kept his underwear. 

When they were both lying in bed, Stone moved closer to Jerry who seemed to have forgotten he wasn't shy. 
"Wanna see how nice it is to be in bed with someone else?," Stone asked. 

He didn't wait for an answer from Jerry. He scooted right against the blond and took him in his arms, tucking 
his face between Jerry's pillow and the side of his neck. Jerry moved his arms around Stone and got 


comfortable. He let out a sigh when he felt one of Stone's hands caressing the back of his head. 


"Now... This is pretty nice," Stone said softly as he closed his eyes. 


Chapter 8 


Jerry was awake since a while but he didn't feel like moving yet. He had no clue what time it was and how long 


they had slept but he felt rested. 


Somehow, as they slept, they both had shifted positions and turned around and when Jerry had woken up, he 
was the one holding Stone. Stone's back was tucked against his front, both bodies perfectly fitting against each 
other. 


Jerry hadn't worried about his hands and touching Stone when they had gone to bed a few hours before. It 
could have been a sexual moment but it hadn't ended up being so. There was physical contact and it was very 
intimate, but the two men were too tired and too far gone in their respective emotional mindset to think about 


that or get turned on by the closeness. 


Jerry didn't mind. As much as the night before he would have wanted it and would have gladly gone to bed to 


have sex, right now, he was happy to stay like this because this was much more than ‘nice’. 


The blond closed his eyes and focused on the vibes he could perceived from Stone. His aura was so different 
than the other times he had seen it. This time, Stone wasn't in pain or stressed like the first times they met 
and Jerry treated him and he wasn't aroused and excited like when they had been making out. All Jerry could 
perceive and see was peace and quiet and a sense of wellbeing and creativity - maybe Stone was dreaming? It 
was the first time that Jerry could observe someone's aura as they were sleeping. It was all various shades 


of green and blue and yellow swirling around. It was a beautiful and calming kaleidoscope of cool colors. 


Jerry's fingers brushed against Stone's abdomen and stomach. He felt Stone stir in his arms and opened his 
eyes but he didn't stop his caresses. 


Stone initially thought he had been awoken by the morning sun, given the intense feeling of warmth that 
surrounded him. Then he heard rain drops hit the windows - and remembered it was late October in Seattle so 
chances of warm sunshine were scarce. He opened his eyes and yawned. The room was still dark and he 


realized that the warm sensation was coming from Jerry's body. Eventually, Stone stretched out and rolled on 


his back. 

"morning: 

"I think it's a little late for ‘morning. Must be past noon," Jerry said with a side smile. 

"Whatever." 

Stone smiled back and looked up at Jerry's relaxed face and denim blue eyes and wondered when was the last 


time he had woken up in someone else's bed and felt that good. He reached for his phone on the nightstand to 
check the time. 


"You're right. It's almost | o'clock" 


Stone noticed he had received a text from Eddie. He clicked on it immediately, feeling a little worried, but then 
he read it, chuckled and shook his head in disbelief. 


"What?," Jerry asked 

"| got a text from Eddie" 

Stone turned the phone in Jerry's direction to let him read what Eddie had sent him. 
U think | have a chance with the surgeon? He's hot C u later 

"He seems in a good mood" Jerry said after he saw the message. 


‘Must be the medication they give him," Stone replied before putting his phone back on the bedside table and 
snuggling back comfortably against Jerry. 


"Did you sleep well?," Jerry asked. 

"Very well.. You? Was it nice enough for your first bed sharing experience?" 

"It was much better than nice," Jerry replied while tracing his fingers across Stone's forehead. 

Stone pulled Jerry closer to him and kissed him. Jerry responded and opened his mouth for him. He shifted 
position to hover above Stone. His long hair was falling down on Stone's face and he pushed it back to one side 
with one hand but the other man stopped him. 

"No, leave it.. | actually like feeling your hair on me." 

"0h?.. Okay," Jerry said before leaning down to resume their kiss. 


"And | like you on top of me like that," Stone added. 


Jerry didn't know what to say or what to answer but he liked it too. He tentatively caressed Stone's side and 


waist. 
"My hand's ok?," Jerry asked. 


For a moment, Stone had even forgotten about that little detail. Jerry's body was very warm and so was his 


hand but for now, it was not too intense. 


"Yes." 

‘lm trying to.. You know, rein it in," Jerry said with a little laugh. 

Jerry's hand moved further down on Stone's hip and over his boxers. It was impossible for the blond to ignore 
the growing bulge between Stone's legs and he was tempted to caress him more but he didn't know if it was 
the right moment to do anything like that so he just left his hand there. 

Stone silently answered his question and nodded. The blond let out a shaky sigh and tentatively rubbed the palm 
of his hand against the growing hard-on, feeling Stone spreading his legs and moving his hips up a little to meet 
his touch. 

"Don't stop," Stone breathed out. 

Soon enough, Stone was fully hard and there was a wet spot in front of his boxers. 

"Can | take them off?," Jerry asked as he tugged on the fabric of Stone's underwear. 

Stone lifted his hips and helped Jerry push his boxers down The blond moved back right next to him and kissed 
him while his hand found its way back between Stone's legs. Stone let out a small gasp when he felt Jerry's 
hot hand starting to stroke his erection. 

"Tell me if that's too much, okay?" 

“kay... But don't worry for now," Stone whispered. 

It had been too long since Stone had felt another man's fingers on him and he reveled in the moment. Jerry 
was nervous and a bit clumsy in the way he was touching him but the heat of his hand and the way Jerry 


was looking at him as he was stroking him were more than compensating for his inexperience. 


After a while, Stone moved his hand over Jerry's and showed him how he preferred being touched and teased 


and he guided him into the perfect rhythm. 

"Like this... Yeah.. Oh, god.. Jerry...” 

Jerry's hand was becoming a tad too hot for comfort but Stone was so close he didn't care. He tangled his 
hand into Jerry's hair and pulled him down for a passionate kiss. Stone came a moment later, moaning against 


Jerry's mouth. 


Stone was still breathless and enjoying his post-orgasm high when he winced a little and reluctantly pushed 


Jerry's hand away from him. 


"Shit, I'm sorry. Did | hurt you?," Jerry asked with a look of concern. 


"No... But its too hot now." 

"Way to kill the mood, right?" 

Jerry sighed and tried to move away from Stone. 
"Stay like this," Stone said 


Jerry didn't make any further attempts at moving away but he was upset. Stone didn't like the hint of sadness 


he could now see in Jerry's eyes. 


"Hey... It was great. It ll take time but l'm sure you'll manage to keep it under control better as it goes. The 


first time you touched me and we were making out, it didn’t last long till it was too much. Now it was b.." 
"| don't wanna talk about it," Jerry interrupted him and rolled on his back. "It's annoying and embarrassing and." 
"Shh." 


This time it was Stone's turn to interrupt him. He moved over Jerry and silenced him with his mouth while he 


grabbed Jerry's wrists and pinned his arms above his head. 
"Stop worrying," Stone said after he broke the kiss. 


Stone's hands slid down Jerry's forearms and biceps, all the way to his shoulders. The younger man was 
slender but he had nicely defined muscles. He leaned down and gave Jerry another long kiss and started to feel 


him relax again. Stone buried his face in Jerry's hair and inhaled his smell. 
| want to make you come as well, if you'll let me," Stone whispered. 


Jerry felt a chill course through his body and resisted the urge to move his arms and hands down and 


embrace Stone. Nobody had ever talked to him like this. 


"Y-yeah, please... | want to." 


Stone sat up and hooked his thumbs in the elastic band of Jerry's boxers in order to push them down his legs 
completely. He had a look at Jerry's cock and swallowed back a sigh when he noticed how well-endowed the 
blond was. Stone's gaze moved back to Jerry's face. The blond seemed much more self-conscious now that he 
was completely naked and about to be on the receiving end than he was a moment ago when he had been 


pleasuring Stone. 


Stone had to dig far back in his memory for the last time he was somebody's first but he could remember 
his own first time in bed with another guy pretty well and with what he knew now, twenty years or so later, 


he had a pretty good idea of what not to do and instead how to take it slow and make it nice for Jerry. 
Stone's hands caressed his smooth chest and stomach and continued to travel down his body agonizingly slow, 
on purpose, till they finally reached their intended destination Jerry's eyes snapped shut when Stone's fingers 
curled around his cock and his thumb started to rub its head and its slit. 

"Oh, fuck," Jerry huffed. 

"You're big... | love how you feel in my hand." 

Stone expertly jerked him off. Jerry tried to resist and make it last longer but Stone's skilled hands and fingers 
quickly proved too much to fight against. There was a familiar pressure growing in intensity deep inside of him. 
His breathing was getting more labored and he surprised himself when he let a few low moans escape him. 
"Yeah.. Let go.. Come for me," Stone encouraged him as his strokes quickened, 

Soon enough Jerry jerked his hips up and threw his head back into the pillows. His body seemed to melt as he 
came undone. The waves of pleasure washed over him as he spilled his cum while Stone kept on pumping him 
to let him ride his climax a little longer. 

When his breathing had come back to normal, Jerry felt something brush against his stomach, cleaning him up, 
and right after that, Stone's lips on his mouth. He reluctantly came back to reality and eventually opened his 
eyes. 


"So handsome.. And you're so hot, literally speaking. Do you feel fine?," Stone asked with a slightly worried look. 


It was hard for him to comprehend that Jerry wasn't experiencing any discomfort from the heat that was 


coursing through his body as it seemed to Stone that he was burning with a very high fever. 
"| feel great, yeah, and now you're the one worrying for me," Jerry smiled. 
"| guess, yes." 


Stone lay down on his side next to Jerry who carefully folded his arm against him so his palm wouldn't touch 


Stone. 

"You're gonna go see Eddie later on?," Jerry asked 

"Yes. You wanna come with me?" 

"No. | mean, | would but maybe another time. | think you need to be alone with him" 


"IIl let you know how he's doing." 


"And if he has any chances with the hot surgeon 


"Oh, yes, of course," Stone laughed. "That's the most important." 


Chapter 9 


Stone arrived at the hospital in the evening. He had spent a few more hours at Jerry's place where they had 
shared a late lunch and then had gone home to change before going to pay a visit to Eddie. 


"Not sure what the visiting hours are here but nobody stopped me," Stone said when he entered the room. 
"| don't even know what time it is," Eddie replied. "How are you?" 

"You're the one in the hospital bed. | get to ask that question first 

"As you can see, am fine." 

"You're not hurting? At all?" 


"A little bit. | feel as if | overdid it at the gym, you know, muscles aching all over and sore throat, but that's 
from the tube they put in, | think" 


"You have painkillers?" 
"They gave me some, yes, but | wasn't really hurting that much. They made me take them though." 


"Good. | mean it's good that you're not in pain," Stone said as he took off his coat and sat down next to the 


bed. 


Eddie was staring at Stone and waiting for something more but since Stone didn't say anything, Eddie brought 
up the topic. 


"I don't feel much pain because Jerry did something, right?" 

Stone looked at Eddie with a hint of worry in his eyes. 

"You're upset?" 

"No, why? If he did anything and it reduced the pain.. Why would | be upset?" 


"You were unconscious after the surgery, so we couldn't ask you how you felt but Jerry could see you were 


hurting and so | asked him to do something. lim glad it helped" 
"Ill have to thank him. Where is he now?" 


"Huh... At home, | guess." 


"You guess?" 
"When | left him this afternoon, he was home," Stone added with a smile. 

‘Okay... Now you have to tell me more. So you went to his place when you left the hospital?" 
"| gave him a ride, we talked. He didn't feel very good so | proposed to stay with him a little." 
".. And?" 

"And | stayed till this afternoon” 

Stone could feel the blush invading his cheeks. 


"I take it from the expression on your face that you did more than sit next to him and hold his hand to make 


him feel better?" 

"Let's just say | held something more than his hand," Stone replied in an unusually bold fashion for him. 
Eddie started laughing but then winced and coughed. 

"Shit! | can't laugh. Now, that hurts," Eddie said as he pointed at his chest. 

"No further comments." 

"Can you pass me the water?" 

Stone gave Eddie the small bottle of water that was on the side of his bed. 

"Alright, | need to ask you something seriously now." 

"What is it?" 


"For the gallery. Can you call Jeff and ask him if he can go over there and open tomorrow and the rest of the 


week?" 


Eddie was the main owner of the gallery but he had an associate, Jeff, who would sometimes come and help 


out when there were main exhibitions or when he was on holidays. 


"Oh, yeah. OF course. Just give me his number, I'll call him. But tomorrow is Monday. Aren't you closed on 


Mondays?" 


"Yes, | am. | have no idea what day we are, sorry. Then it's even better. Hopefully he can be there Tuesday. 
Ask him if he can open a few days and the week-end. Maybe just close a day or two." 


"Okay, don't worry about these things. I'll see with him. | can also take some time off, if needed. | can go there 
one day. | can't say anything about the art if people inquire and then ask you or Jeff, and | can keep the place 
open for you." 

"Thanks a lot, Stone." 

"Of course." 

The following day, Eddie had been brought to a private room outside of the surgery unit. He was recovering 
well and the doctor had told him he would probably be able to go back home in a few days if his condition kept 
on improving steadily. 

Stone had been taking care of contacting is associate and also spent one day at the gallery that week. He hadn't 
had much time to see Jerry but they had been in touch every day. Eddie had also reminded Stone that he 
wanted to see Jerry to thank him in person so finally Jerry came over one evening with Stone. 

"How are you feeling?” Jerry asked. 

‘lm ok, getting better," Eddie answered. "I'm glad you came. | really wanted to thank you." 

"You're welcome." 


"When can you leave?," Stone asked. 


"The doctor said maybe tomorrow afternoon, if I'm still doing well. Then I'll have to take it easy at home. | 


won't go to work right away, although | don't do much when I'm at the gallery.’ 

"Yeah, right," Stone cut in "When you're there, you move paintings and heavy frames and all that. You can't do 
any of this. They said you have to be careful with your scar and the stitches. No efforts or anything that 
requires strength in your upper body." 

"| know, but l'm bored here." 

Jerry approached Eddie's bed. 

"If you want, | can try to see if | can help make the scar heal faster.” 


Eddie looked at Jerry and then at Stone. 


"You can do that too?," Stone asked. 


"| can see what it does when | try. | will see if it does something or not." 
Eddie frowned at Jerry's words. 
"What do you see exactly?," Eddie asked. 


"| see pain and inflammation and | see when the body or the tissues are not.. Like they're supposed to be when 


they're healthy. | see the negative energy of pain or wounds. It's hard to explain" 

Eddie found it very intriguing. 

"Okay, try then. | wanna see what it feels like.” 

Ill feel warm mainly. You won't feel anything bad." 

Eddie sat up and was about to remove his shirt but Jerry stopped him. 

‘It's not necessary. | don't need to touch you even" 

Eddie's gaze met Stone's who nodded slightly as if to reassure him it would be fine. He leaned back against the 
pillows he had stacked behind his back and looked at Jerry. The blond closed his eyes and placed his hand a few 
inches above his chest. 

Eddie watched and waited. He didn't feel anything at first. He didn't dare to move, though. Finally he started to 
feel a soothing warmth spread over his chest and upper body. A few minutes later, Jerry moved his hand 
away. 


"Did you see something?," Stone inquired. 


"Yes. The scar is healing well but there's still a lot of body tissue that needs repairing. | hope what | did will 
help with that." 


Eddie had the same reaction than Stone had the first time Jerry had treated him. He touched his chest over 
his shirt and then slid his hand under the fabric. His skin wasn't hot but he still felt heat caressing him. 


"| feel the warmth but it's not hot." 
"Pretty weird, huh?," Stone added. 
Eddie stared at Jerry, confused but thankful 


"You'll feel it for a day or two," Jerry announced before even being asked. 


"Ok... Thanks, again." 


A day later, Eddie had been discharged and Stone had come to pick him up and drive him home. He had insisted 
to stay at his friend's place for the night as well, just to make sure that Eddie was doing fine for his first 
night out of the hospital. 

Eddie had made his bed on the couch in the living room while Eddie was ready to go to bed in his room. 
"You're sure there's nobody else you'd rather spend the evening with?," Eddie asked. 

"Actually... There would be but it's ok. He understands. | texted him." 

"Thanks, Stone." 

Eddie was doing well in the morning and therefore managed to convince Stone to leave and go to work at the 
studio. Now he just needed to stay home for another week at least and then after his follow-up visit with the 
surgeon, he would hopefully be doing well enough to be get back to work. 

Besides that one occasion when Jerry had been joining Stone at the hospital to pay a visit to Eddie, the two 
men hadn't seen each other for a week. So when Stone was done with his day at the studio, he texted Jerry 


and asked him if he wanted to come over to his place for the evening . 


Jerry arrived at Stone's apartment with Chinese food Stone got a couple of beers out of the fridge and they 
started to eat. 


"So he's recovering well?" 


"Yes, he is. Now he's bored out of his mind at home but at least he has agreed not to go to the gallery yet. 


His friend and co-owner is replacing him for a few more days. Thanks for dinner, by the way." 
Stone looked into the various take-away boxes that were open on the table. 

"This smells like it's spicy. Is it spicy?" 

"Yes, not very much but a bit," Jerry said. 


Stone picked a shrimp from that box and tasted it. 


"Wow.. Too spicy for mel," he said while grabbing his beer to wash his mouth. 


‘Sorry, try that one then. It's sweet and sour." 


Stone picked some pork from the box Jerry had pointed at. He noticed that so far, Jerry hadn't tasted 
anything. 


"You're not eating?,” Stone asked 

"Yes, | am.. Its just. Can you get me a fork? | cannot use the chopsticks’ 

Stone looked at him and laughed 

"You didn't dare to ask before?" 

"Hts stupid, | know! 

"No, it's ok" 

Stone went to the kitchen and brought him a fork and a spoon 

"Usually, | get take-away and | eat at home alone so.. Nobody sees me using a fork or picking up the dim-sums 
with my fingers. | didn't even think about that when | chose this for dinner and of course now | see you're 
very good at eating the right way with these and Im not" 

"| don't mind, But it's not so hard. You just need to get used to it! 


"| tried. I'm useless." 


Stone laughed some more and picked up a dim-sum with his chopsticks and brought it in front of Jerry's 
mouth. 


"Okay, now this is embarrassing," Jerry said with a smile. 

"Oh, no.. It's cute. Come on.. Humor me, please." 

Jerry shook his head but opened his mouth and ate what Stone had picked for him. 

It was the first evening of rest for Stone in a week where he had been running around between Eddie at the 
hospital and then back at his home, Eddie's art gallery, his work at the studio and a few others things which 
had to be done and of course happened right that week where he had no time. 

Sitting at home and eating Chinese take-away with Jerry was the most relaxing moment he had had so far and 


Stone was grateful for it. They talked a bit during dinner but not too much. And that was another thing that 


Stone noticed. There was no awkward silence. 


When they were done and had packed the left-overs in the fridge, Jerry joined Stone in the kitchen. 
"You need a hand?" 

"No, it's nothing. I'll wash up Tomorrow morning, after we have breakfast." 

Jerry stared at Stone with a side smile. 

"What?," Stone asked. 

"It's just.. You said after we have breakfast. You want me to.. Sleep here?" 


Stone suddenly realized that he had not even thought about it. The words had come out naturally. He had taken 
it for granted that if Jerry came over, he'd spend the night and.. Perhaps he was going too fast. 


‘lm sorry. | didn't mean to.. Don't feel obliged. | just thought you'd maybe want to." 
Jerry blushed a little. 


"I've thought about our time together every night when | was going to bed alone this week," Jerry said. "So, 
yes, I'd like to spend the night. | just didn't know if you'd want me to ‘cause.. When you slept at my place, it 
wasn't planned or... It happened but I'm not sure what it really meant to you." 


It had been unfortunate timing that they got closer that night and then didn't have time to see each other 
again soon after. They had been in touch and Jerry had understood why Stone wasn't available but the week- 
long hiatus had maybe played some tricks on Jerry's mind about Stone's intentions and feelings. 


Stone moved closer to Jerry. 


"What happened at your place meant a lot. | haven't dated anyone since months, Jerry, and | feel a lot things 


for you." 

Apart from a quick peck on the lips when Jerry arrived to greet him, they hadn't kissed yet tonight. Stone 
tilted his head up and pulled Jerry to his level. The blond didn't need any further encouragement. He closed the 
gap between their mouth and embraced Stone tightly. 


Jerry only vaguely noticed when Stone led him out of the kitchen as they were still kissing and holding onto 
each other. They skipped going to sit - or lie - on the couch and ended up straight in Stone's bedroom. 


Stone made Jerry sit on the edge of the bed and looked at his flushed face. 


"Is it okay?," Stone asked. "Do you want to do it?" 


"Y-yeah," Jerry said more like a question than an answer. 

"Its normal to be nervous," Stone said as he sat down next to him. 

Stone kissed Jerry again, but this time, it was slow and sensual and all sense of emergency had vanished. 
Jerry's heart was pounding in his chest and all the muscles in his body were tensing up already as he was 
trying to anticipate what Stone actually wanted to do to him and how it would be if they'd fuck and who would 


be on the receiving end and.. 


"Relax," Stone said as he broke the kiss, interrupting Jerry's musing. "But its okay if you changed your mind. 
We can just sleep." 


"No... I'm just.. Nevermind" 

Stone ran his fingers in Jerry's hair. 

"I'd like to have you inside me." 

Jerry stared up blankly at Stone. 

"You want.. Me to..2" 

"Yes." 

"You know I've never... Done it. You're sure? Its probably not gonna be great" 

Stone couldn't hide he was a bit amused by the look of surprise and confusion on Jerry's flustered face. 
"I know it's the first time for you. I'll guide you." 


Stone took off his jumper and t-shirt and lay on the bed without breaking eye contact with Jerry. The blond 


only waited an instant before leaning down and joining Stone. 


Jerry turned his head and saw the time on the old fashioned alarm-clock on Stone's side of the bed. 315 am. 
He didn't remember what time they went to bed or how long it lasted. He thought he might have dozed off a 


bit too afterwards but now he was certainly too awake to fall back asleep. 


He had a look at Stone who was peacefully sleeping next to him and decided to get up. 


Jerry silently walked out of the bedroom and went to sit on the couch. The apartment had a stunning view of 


the city at night but the sight, as pretty as it was, didn't catch his attention very long. 


All his mind could think about was how it had felt to be with Stone, inside him. The sounds they made 
together, Stone's hot breath on his skin, the sensations flowing throughout his body as Stone lowered himself 
onto him, the blissful black-out when he came - too soon probably but Stone didn't seem to mind. It had been 
almost perfect. If only he could have touched Stone and used his hands to caress him and jerk him off and 
prep him and.. Jerry didn't want to dwell on these thoughts but they were there, nagging him at the back of 
his mind. Maybe Stone was enjoying the novelty with him, even the fact that he was not very experienced and 
he could teach him and show him what to do, but wouldn't he get tired of a lover that could not really touch 


him in those moments where it meant everything? 


Chapter I0 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks a lot for reading and reviewing the story. Hope you enjoyed it! 


Stone woke up to an empty spot next to him. It was pitch dark, a little after 4 o'clock in the morning. He had a 
feeling that something wasn't quite right but he couldn't say what it was. He quickly put on his boxers and t- 
shirt and got up. 

His apartment was not big so looking for Jerry didn't result in a long and complicated quest. When he arrived in 
his living room, he saw the blond naked, lying on his side on the couch. It would have been a pretty hot vision 
if it hadn't been disconcerting for Stone to find him there and not in bed with him anymore. When he 
approached, Stone noticed Jerry wasn't sleeping. 

"What's wrong?," Stone asked as he crouched next to the side of the couch where Jerry's head was resting. 

"I had gotten up not to wake you. | guess | failed since you woke up anyway.” 

Stone smiled even if he didn't feel like it. 

"Tell me. What's going on?" 

| couldn't sleep. | have too much on my mind” 


"Too much like what?" 


Stone was waiting for an answer. His legs were aching from the crouching already - gosh, he was getting old, 


he thought - so he sat on the floor instead 

"| thought you enjoyed it" Stone said. 

"Shit, Stone, of course | did. It was.. Wow. It's not that. But.. | feel. Inadequate” 
"It was your first time. You were great! 

"Not the fucking... The rest” 


"The rest?," Stone repeated, still clueless about what Jerry was trying to talk about. 


Jerry's hand moved to Stone's face. He caressed his cheek and his jawline. 
"I can fuck you but | can't touch you." 


Stone looked at Jerry, unable to say anything for a few seconds. When he saw Jerry sit up, he put his hand on 
his knee. 


"Don't go." 

"Stone..." 

"You can touch me now." 

‘Its not the same." 

"Jerry, | don't care if you cannot touch me while we fuck. | haven't felt the way | felt Tonight since a very 
long time. It doesn't matter if you cannot finger me or... What matters is how you look at me, how you kiss 
me, how you worried about not hurting me, which was very cute, by the way, and all those things.. Intimacy is 
way more than just fucking or touching.” 

"Maybe you think this way now but its bound to become an issue." 

"Why don't you want to give us a chance?" 

"| want To." 

"Are you sure? Its easier to have an excuse.. Because you don't want to trust me." 

"You think | don't trust you?" 

Jerry's voice came out harsher than he intended. 

| had never told anyone about my ability in so much details, | had never let anyone in my apartment for a 
drink and to make-out, | had never let anyone sleep in my bed, | had never had sex with anyone, l.. | fucking 
trust youl" 

Stone sat up and then joined Jerry on the couch. 


"And | had never met someone like you. You're scared, | am too." 


Jerry turned to look at Stone. 


"What could you possibly be scared of?" 

‘I'm scared of how fast I'm falling for you." 

Jerry was taken aback by the reply. He had not really considered that he wasn't the only one in the 
relationship and that someone like Stone, who seemed to have everything going for him and under control, could 
also have insecurities. 

"You're falling in love?" 

"With you." 

Jerry shook his head and sighed. 

"Fuck, I've ruined everything, haven't |?" 

"No, you've ruined a few hours of sleep, nothing we cannot recover from. Let's go back to bed" 
Jerry followed Stone back to the bedroom and slid under the blanket. 

"Stone, I'm sorry." 

"You don't have to apologize." 

| do. | loved it, you know?" 

"What?" 

"Well. Fucking you. Even without the touching part:" 


Stone laughed. 


"| gathered that much." 


The day after, Stone and Jerry shared a shower and a late breakfast. Jerry had to leave to go and work in 


the afternoon. 


Stone had the day for himself and since it was pleasantly warm and dry for once, he decided to drive out of 
the city and go to the seaside, after he had checked in with Eddie over the phone to make sure he didn't need 
anything. 


When he came back in the evening, he stopped by Jerry's house. 

"How did your day go?" 

"Four appointments, nothing unusual. You?" 

| went to the seaside." 

"That sounds nicer than working." 

'It was very nice," Stone confirmed. 

Stone walked up to the big window in Jerry's living room. The view wasn't very picturesque. You could mainly 
see large office buildings across the street but he wasn't anyway looking at what he had in front of him. An 
instant later, he wasn't paying attention to anything anymore since he felt Jerry hugging him from behind. 
"I love how warm it feels to be against you," Stone said. 

Jerry kissed the side of Stone's neck. 

"I haven't been to the seaside in a while.. Maybe we can go together for a week-end." 

"Yeah.. Maybe in spring because | think today was an exceptional day. It's gonna be too cold now." 

Jerry chuckled and gently bit Stone's nape. 

"Maybe we should go to the seaside some place warmer. | don't want to wait till spring.’ 

Stone turned around and looked at Jerry. 

"You wanna go for a trip?" 

"Uh-huh..." 

"| guess we can go to California. It's always warm," Stone said. 

"Further." 

"Mexico?" 

"Nah... | wanna go to Australia with you." 


"Oh, sure." 


I'm serious. | want to do things with you." 
‘| want that too but Australia's a bit too far for a week-end, don't you think?" 
Let's go for a real holiday then. Like two weeks." 


"I can't take two weeks off from work without notice. We have recordings scheduled and.. What about your 


work?" 


"| would say | am on holidays. We don't have to leave next week but... Maybe for Christmas? It's in two 


months." 

"Christmas in Australia?" 

| heard they do barbecues on the beach on Christmas Day. | like barbecue," Jerry said. 
"Alright... I'll see what | can do for Christmas time. This is a bit of a crazy idea, you know?" 
"Who cares?" 

Jerry crashed his mouth against Stone and gave him a passionate kiss. 

“Jerry... What's going on?" 


"| don't want to have any excuses anymore. | want to do things I've never done before and | want to do them 


with you." 

"You don't have to rush into anything. What | said last night..." 

"You were right. | was scared. But | was sincere when | said | trust you. | just don't trust myself" 
"Hey... Come here.." 

The two men moved to the lounge area and landed on the couch with Jerry on top of Stone. 


Stone looked into Jerry's blue eyes. Jerry had his own demons, he was trying to fight them and he was 
brutally honest about it. 


There was something refreshing in being with him. He was young and eager and unusually genuine. For the first 
time in years, Stone didn't feel like he had to impress his date or that he had to try to be the right type of 


person for someone else. 


"I've thought about you the whole day," Jerry said as he slid a hand under Stone's sweater. 
"About me or about sex with me?" 

Jerry couldn't hide his smile. 

"Both. 

"| would lie if | said | didn't think about it too," Stone replied. 

"Ive also thought about koalas and Australian beaches 

Stone rolled his eyes at the comment. 

"OF course you did” 

"But | find you more exciting than koalas," Jerry added 


"Shit, Jerry," Stone laughed. "l'm gonna have to teach you about dirty talking because... You've got a lot to 


learn..." 


Stone pulled Jerry in for another kiss and closed his eyes. He never really enjoyed Christmas time and the 
whole end of the year holiday season but maybe this year would be different.. 


